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ADVERTISEMENT. 


TE E nn at 75 deff. SED to have written 
La few Obſervations on the Six laſt Books of the 
ZENE1D, 10 defend them from the common Jmpu- 
tation of their being far Inferior to the firſt Six ; 
but found himſelf happily prevented by the Learned 
Dr. Traee, who has already ſo well defended 
them in his judicigus and ſpirited Introductory Re- 


marks to theſs Books, prefix'd to the laſt Volume 


of his Tranſlation, wy * WO Artem 15 fee 7 
ee 2 2 * 


IT was 22 intended, that this $rinſlation 


fhould have been publiſhed in One Yolume ; but 


as it would have been too large and cumberſom in 
that Form, it was found neceſſary to divide it into 


Two: And the Printer having defired ſome little 
Piece to open this Second Volume, the following: 


Verſes were given him for that Purpoſe, becauſe 
4 latter Part of e em relates to this long Work. 
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To theſe ſweet Solitudes, without Delay, 95 
Break from the World's Impertinence away. 
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Ne'er er ſeen before but by aSE RAP H's Eyel 


Lay half GOD's Wonders to a Point confi 1 
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Bun T when his golden Globe, with faded Light, bt 
Veils to the ſolemn Empire of the Night; 3 
And, in her ſober Majeſty, the Moon, * 
With milder Glories mounts her Silver Throne, 
Amidft ten thouſand Orbs, with Splendors crown d, 
That pour their tributary Beams around 
Throꝰ the long levell'd Tube, our ſtrengthen d Sight 
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Shall mark, diſtin, the Spangles of the Night. 


From World to World ſhall dart the boundleſs Eye, 


And ſtretchy from Star to Star, Frogs to 270 
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Tr E ban Inſef? F 8 appear, | 
When Suns unbind the Rigour of the Year: i 


Quick glancethe Myriads round the l * 


14 * 


Hoſts of a Day, or Nations of an Hour / 
Aſtonifſh'd ſhall we ſee th* unfolding; lacs: 


Stretch'd out in Bulk, - within the poliſh'd Gus: ? 
Thro' whoſe ſmall Convex a new World v we toys 
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An EPISTLE, to 4 FRIEND, 


| But i in one peopled Drop we now ſurvey, 5 
In pride of Power, ſome little Monſter play! 12 —— 
Ober Tribes Inviſible, he reigns A Alone ; bes! au Of; 


And ftruts the TYRANT. of a World his own! 


No vill we ſtudy Ho R R's awful Page 
Now warm our Souls with. PINDAR's noble Rage; 
To Eng/ih Lays ſhall FLaccus' Lyre. be ſtrung, 


And lofty VIRGIL ſpeak the Britiſb Tongue; 
Immortal VIx OIL I at thy ſacred Name 


I tremble Now ; and Now I pant for Fame; 
With eager Hopes T his Moment I aur a 
To catch, or emulate thy a Fire; 5 
The Next, purſue the raſh Attempt. no more, 
But drop the Quill, bow, wonder and 18 1 
By Thy ſtrong Geni ms ee e and a ard 


4a 


5 e 
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Pleas'd and end 5000 thy N ame, 1 nd 


Beyond my Theme, forgetful of my Friend; 
And, from my firſt Deſign by Rapture led, - 


Neglect the . "_ for t the Dead. 
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Seventh Book of the ME ID. 
The 8 


King Latinus entertains Eneas, and promiſes him his only Daughter 
Lavinia the Heireſs of his Crown. Turnus, who is in Love with 
ber, being favourd by her Mother, and ſtirred up by Juno and 

Alecto, breaks the Treaty which was made; and engages, in bis 
Quarrel, Mezentius, Camilla, Meſſapus, and many other of th | 
Neighbouring Princes; whoſe Forces and the Names of their C Ws N 
manders are particularly related. 


OU too, Cajetu, whoſe” indulgent Cares 
Niurſt the great Chief, and form'd his tender Yeats» 
Expiring here (an ever-honour d Name) 
Adorn Hz ſperia with Immortal Fame: 


T hy Name ſurvives to pleaſe thy penſive Ghoſt; 5 
Thy ſacred Relicks grace the Latian Coaſt 


SoON 
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Soon as her Funeral Rites the Fine l ps. 2 
And rais d a Tomb in Honour of the Dead; 

(The Sea ſubſiding, and the Tempeſts Sl j « 
He ſpreads the flying Sails, and leaves the Shore: 5 
When, at the Cloſe of Night, ſoft Breezes riſe, | 
The Moon in milder Glory mounts the Skies: 

Safe in her friendly. Light the Navy glides; Ry 
The Silver Splendors trembling o'er the Tides. - - — 
Now by rich Circe's Coaſt they bend their Way, 1 5 
(Circe, fair Daughter of the God of Day ;) 

A dangerous Shore: the echoing Foreſts rung, 
While at the Loom the beau teous Goddeſs ſung. 
Bright. Cedar Brands ſupply her Father's Rays, 
Perfume the Dome, and round the Palace blaze. 20 
Here Wolves with Howlings ſcare the Naval Train, 4 
And Lions roar; reluctant to the Chain, 45 1 | 
Here growling Bears and Swine their Ears affright, F 
And break the Solemn Silence of the Night. 

Theſe once were Men; but Circe s Charms confine, 2 '5 
In Brutal Shapes, the human Forms Divine. 

But Nr TUN E, to ſecure the pious Hoſt 


From theſe dire Monſters, this Inchanted Coaſt, 
AF A 
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A Friendly Breeze to every Sail ſupplies; 

And Oer Wong _ the * 8 8 flies. 30 
Now en e ee e fot, 

And Ocean reddens with the riſing Morn; 

The Winds lie buſb'd ; the ſwelling Surge ſubſides ; | FO 

And with their bendin g Oars they labour thro' the Tides. 
From hence the Heroe view'd a Range of Woods; 35 

Thro the dark Scene roll Bber's glittering Floods ; 

With circling Whirlpools urge cheir winding Way, 

And lead their yellow Waters to the Sea: 

The painted Birds, that haunt the golden Tide 

And flutter round the Banks on every side, 40 

Along the Groves in pleaſing Triumph play, 

And with . ſoft Muſe hail. the dawning Day. 

Smooth o'er the ſhaded. Floads, at his Command, 

The wel. Gallice 00% * * aa 1 


— 


Now, Keddeb ! * rh 8 1 Pa "A 45 
The State of Latium, and her ancient Kings; G 
Her dark Confuſions from their: Birth plores, | 
When firſt the "Trojans. reach d th n - 
Qq | Thou, 
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Thou, thou, great ExaTol! my Soul inſpire, © 

To ſing each furious Fight with equal Fire. 50 
A mightier Work, a nobler Scene appears ; 

A long, long Series of deſtructive Wars | 

Kings againſt Kings engag d in dire Alarms 

And all Heſperia rouz d to all the Rage of Arms! 


LaTiINus o'er the Realm the Sway maintaind; 5 5 
And long in Peace the hoary Prince had reign'd d; 
From FAuNnus and a fair Laurentian Dame, 

A lovely Nymph, the mighty Monarch came. 

From Picus, Fa unus drew his Birth Divine; 

From SaTURrN, He, Great Author of the Line. 60 
Fate from this King had ſnatch'd each blooming Son ; 
And one bright Daughter heir'd th' Imperial Throne. 
Fir'd by her matchleſs Charms, the Youths repair 

From all the Realms around, to court the Fair; 
Bold Tuxnus too the Royal Maid addreſt, 65 
Whoſe Birth and Beauty far ſurpaſt the reſt. 

The Latian Queen, to gain fo brave a $on, 

Had made the blooming Heroe's Cauſe her own. 

Vain was her Aim, for every Power Divine 

Withſtood the Match, with many a dreadful Sign. 70 
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AMiD the Court a Laurel roſe in Air, 
Preſerv'd for Ages with Religious Care; 
This Venerable Plant LATINUs found, \\ 
When firſt his Town with riſing Tow'rs he crown'd ; 
(Which thence deriv'id her Name, as Records ſay;) 75 
Then made it Sacred to the God of Day. 
It chanc'd, a Cloud of Bees in gathering Swarms 
Swept thro' the Skies, with murmuring hoarſe Alarms; 
Pour'd in, and (ſettling on the Topmoſt Bough,) 
Stretch'd down, dependent deep in Air below : 80 
In one black length'ning Chain together clung, 7 
Feet claſp'd in Feet, the cluſtering Nations hung. 
On this exclaims an Augur---I explore : 
A foreign Conſort from a diſtant Shore; 
From yon' fame Point a Stranger Hoſt ſhall come; 85 
And here their Prince ſhall reign in this Imperial Dome. 


VI more; while chaſt Lavinia, at the Shrine, 
Burns od'rous Incenſe to the Powers Divine ; 


As by her Father ſtood the Royal Fair, 


The Fires flew round, and caught her waving Hair: go 


O'er all her rich embroider'd Garments roll'd 
The wanton Flame, and crept thro every Fold; 
wy 24 2 Then 
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And, charg d with heavy Vapours, load the Skies. 


466 VIRGIL'S ENEI P. Box VIE. 
Then, crackling, thro her Crown vi dorious Plays; 
The Gemms run melting itt the golden Blaze: 


Around the Fair the dafeing Glories fitay'd, 95 


And lambent Fires itvoly'd the lovely Maid ; 
Then fot her beauteous Head eflarging grew, 
Wide and mote wide, and round tlie Palace flew.. 


From this ſtrange Sign, Portentous te behold, 
Th' aſtoniſſd Seer ſurpriſing Truths foretold, 100 


That bright with. Fame. ſhould: ſhine the glorious: Fair, 
But thro the Nations read the Flames of War. 


Me aNT 1s the King, aftoniſh'd at the Sign, 
Haſtes to eonſult His preſcient 2 Site Divine. 
In dark Albunes's. Shades, Supreme of Woods 
Where from her Fo6tttitaitis boil Sulphureous Floods ; 
Thick from her Streams the Clouds of Poiſon rife, 


Here, in Diſtreſs, th [zalian Nations come, 


Anxioiis; to clear their Doubts, and learn their Doom; 110 


Firſt on the Ffeeces of the ſlaughter' d Sheep, 
By Night the facred Prieſt diſſolves in Sleep: 
When, in a Train, before His Numbering Eye, 
This, airy" il, if anda dhe alin: y 


+ Faunvus, 


rog 


He. 
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He calls the Pow'rs, who guard th' Infernal Floods ; 113 
And talks, inſpir d, familiar with the Gods. 

To this dread Oracle the Prince withdrew, 

And firſt a Hundred Sheep the Monarch flew “'; 
Then on their Fleeces lay; and from the Wood 

He heard diſtinct theſe Accents of the God: 120 


SEEK not a Native Frince, my Son, nor wed 
Thy Royal Daughter to a Latian Bed. 
A foreign Chief appears, of mighty Fame, 
Whoſe Race to Heaven ſhall raiſe our glorious Name; 
Oer either Ocean ſhall their Empire run, 125 
Beyond the radiant Journey of the Sun. | 
In every Clime their Standards are unfurl'd |! 
And, proſtrate at their Feet, ſhall lie the trembling World. 


Taxsz Anſwers of the God, reveal'd by Night, 
The King divulg'd, and Fame diſplay'd to Light ; 130 
Spread the glad Tidings all the Nations o'er ; 
When now the Trajan Navy reach'd the Shore. 


Fur Heroe with his Son and Chiefs had laid 
Their Limbs at Eaſe beneath a cooling Shade ; 8 
| Then 
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Then, dictated by Jove, the Banquet ſpread | I35 
On Cakes of -Flour, along the verdant Mead; 

The ſlender Cakes the buſy Trojans load 

With Fruits auſtere, and Wildings of the Wood. 

Theſe ſcanty Viands ſoon conſum'd, the Crew, 
Compell'd by Hunger, on their Tables flew ; 140. 


Full eager they devour d, by Want diſtreſt, 


The frail Supporters of the failing Feaſt. 
When with a Laugh, Ascax us -We devour 


The Plates and Boards on which we fed before. 
Th'auſpicious Words his Sire in Rapture took, 145 
And -weigh'd what once the Oracle had ſpoke: 


Har: happy Realm, which Fate ſo long has ow d! 
All hail, he cry'd, each Guardian Trojan God!] 
My Sire, when fair Elyfum bleſt my Eyes, 
Did thus diſcloſe the Secrets of the Skies: 12224 50 
« When, preſt by raging Famine, you devour 


« Your Boards, Impatient, on a foreign Shore; 
« There thy long Labours ſhall with Peace be crown d; 


There build thy Town, and raiſe the Ramparts round.” 
This was the Famine that the Fates foreſhow, TW 


And. this the Place to terminate our Woe. 


Then 


EW. | 
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Then bend we from the Port, at Dawn of Day, 
Our eager Steps, and ſtrike a different Way, 

| To view the Land, the Cities to explore, 

YI And know what Nations hold the fated Shore. 1 


= | \ \ wo 
2 : Now place again the Goblets on the Board ; 1 
3 f Be great AN cHIS ES honour'd and ador'd, > 
3 And pour the Wine to Heav'ns Allmighty Lord. } 


THz x, while the verdant Boughs his Temples grace, 
The Prince ador d the Genius of the Place; 165 
The Nymphs, and unknown Powers that rule the Floods, 
And facred Earth, great Source of all the Gods; 
And awful Might; with Her the Stars that riſe, 
To gild her Face, and beautify the Skies ; 
And Jovs, the Guardian God of Troy, implores, 170 
And the great Mother of th Etherial Pow'rs; 
His mighty Parents laſt, with Honours crown'd 
In Heav'n above, and Exrebus profound. 
Tun Hero's Vows th' Allmighty heard from high, 
And thrice he thiffider'd from an Azure Sky; 175 
And ſhook, Majeſtic as the Thunders roll'd, 
A fiery Cloud, that blaz'd with Beams of Gold. 
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Now | \chas' the Trojan Hoſt the News had flown, 
The Day was come to raiſe their promis d Town; 
All, warm'd with Tranſpart at the happy Sign, 180 
. the _ and > pa the generous Wine. 

7 % the . ſhot a pumile Ray, 
And tipp'd the Mountains with the Beams of Day, 
By different Ways the buſy Train explore == 
Phe Bounds, the Cities, and the winding Shore. 185 
Here dwell the Latiars Line; there Yer flows; 

And hav ay Sacred Stream, Nwmigcus, raſe. 


2 ſent. the Trojan Prince (a Peace to gain) | 1 
R hundred Youths ſelected from the Train, | ; 
With Preſents for the King. Without Delay, 190 [ 
All crown'd with Olives took their Speedy Way. I 
Meantime the Chief deſign d th'allotted Ground | | 3 ; 
For the new Town, and drew the Trench around: 1 : 
High Tow'rs and Ramparts all the Place incloſe; | 1 1 
Aud. like a Camp, the ſudden City roſe. 195 4 ; 
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N 0 w. 1700 ann Youths Ee with Haſte, 


And ſpy the lofty Latian Spires at laſt | 
Before 
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Before the Gate, the blooming active Train 

Or break the fiery Courſer to the Rein, 

Or whirl the Chariot oer the duſty Plain; 

Or bend the Bow, or toſs the whizzing Spear, 
Or urge the Race, or wage the Mimic War. 
When lol a Meſſenger, diſpatch d with Speed. 
Spurs to the Latian Court his panting Steed, 
And told the Monarch, what Illuſtrious' Gueſts '' 20 5 
Arriv'd from foreign Lands in foreign Veſts. 2 7 110 | 
The Monarch ſummon'd all the Train, and ſhone, 


In State Majeſtic on the Regal Throne. 


High o'er the Town, ſurrounded by a Wood, 
Old P:icus' Venerable Palace ſtood, 220 
Auguſt and awful! proudly roſe, around. 


1 Columns, and the Structure crown'd. 


Here Kings receiv'd the Types of Royal Pow'r, 
The Crown and Scepter, and the Robes they wore. 
This was their Temple; this their Court of State, 215 


Here at their ſacred Feaſts the Fathers ſate; 
And in long Orders, as their Thrones they fill'd, 


On offer d Rams their annual Banquets held. 
Before the Gates a Venerable Bande. 
In Cedar carv'd, the Latian Monarchs ſtand... 220 


Rr SABINUS | 
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Sazinus there, who preſt the foaming Wine, 
Extends the Hook that prun d the generous Vine: 
The Front old 17A vs and SaTURN grace, 

And hoary JAN us with his Double Face; 

And many an antient Monarch, proud to bear 225 
In their dear Country's Cauſe the Wounds of War. 
Hung on the Pillars, all around appears 

A Row of Trophies, Helmets, Shields and Spears, 

And folid Bars, and Axes keenly bright, 

And Naval Beaks, and Chariots ſeiz d in Fight. 230 
With his Divining Wand in Solemn State, 

With Robes fuccin the Royal Picus fate. 

Fierce in his Car of old he ſwept the Field; 

And ſtill the Heroe graſps the ſhining Shield. 

Him beauteous Cract low d, but lov'd in vain; 235 
Th' Enchantreſs Dame, rejected with Diſdain, 
Transform'd the hapleſs Monarch, in deſpair, 

Chang'd to a painted Bird, and fent to flit in Air. 


Tu us fate the Sov'reign in the Pompous Fane, 
And gave Admiſſion to the Dardan Train. 240 
Then to th' Illuſtrious Strangers, from the Throne, 
The Prince with mild Benevolence begun. | 
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Say, noble Trojans, for we knew your Name 
And antient Race, before your Navy came; 
What Cauſe your Fleet to Lotium could convey, 245 
What Call, thro' ſuch a Length of watry Way? 
Or were your gallies wide in Ocean loſt ? 
Or driv'n by Tempefts on th' Heſperian Coat ? 
Such Dangers oft befall the Train, who ride 
O'er the wild Deeps, and ſtem the furious Tide. 
Vouchſafe to be our Gueſts, and Latium grace; 
For know, our generous Hoſpitable Race, 
| By SaTuRN form, from him their Manners draw, 
Juſt without Ties and Good without a Law. 
From old AuxUNTIAN Sages once our Ears, 255 
Have heard a Tale, tho' ſunk in length of Vears; 
Theſe Realms the Birth of DAR DAN s could boaſt, 
Who fail'd from hence, and reach d your Phrygian Coaſt 
| He left the Tiſcan Realms, and now an high 
Dwells in the Starry Manſions of the Sky: 260 
Call'd from this Nether World to Heav'n's Abodes,— 
He reigns above, a God among the Gods! 


O Prince Divine! great Faunvs' glorious Bon ; 
(Thus, to the King, IL IoN EUS begun z) 
Rr 2 Nor 
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Nor Stars miſled our Fleet, nor Tempeſts toſt, 265 
Nor wide we wander'd to the Latian Coaſt, 

But our determin'd Courſe, Spontaneous bore, 

With one fixt Purpoſe, to this Friendly Shore ; 

Driv'n from the nobleſt Empire o'er the Seas, 

That the bright Sun in all his Race ſurveys. 270 
We and our Prince derive our Birth Divine 

From Jovs the ſource of our Etherial Line; 

And at the Godlike Chief's Command we come, 

His ſuppliant Envoys to this Regal Dome. 

Thoſe, who beyond the Bounds of Ocean hurl'd, 275 
Poſfeſs that wild unhoſpitable World; 

And thoſe who glow beneath the burning Zone, 
Beneath the fiery Chariot of the Sun, 

Have heard, and heard with Terror from a far, 

What a dire Deluge, what a Storm of War, 280 
With Ruin charg'd, and furious to deſtroy, 

From Greece burſt thund' ring o'er the Realms of Troy; 
When Europe ſhook proud Aſa with Alarms, 

And Fate ſet two contending Worlds in Arms. 
Snatch'd from that Storm, to roll around the Floods, 285 
We beg ſome Place, to fix our wand'ring Gods; 
Some vacant. Region, you with eaſe can ſpare ; 
; 4 The common Uſe of Water, Earth and Air. 


Nor 
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Nor ſhall this new Alliance bring Diſgrace, 

But add new Glories to th [Italian Race; 290 
Nor Latium {hall repent the kind Supply, 
Nor ſhall the dear Remembrance ever dye. 
Now by our potent glorious Prince I ſwear, 
As true in Peace as dreadful in the War: 
Tho' now as Suppliants at thy Throne we ſtand, 295 
With humble Pray'rs and Olives in our Hand, 

Yet many Nations, Prince, invite our Train, 

And our Alliance court, but court in vain. 

For know, the Gods, the mighty Gods command 

The Sons of Troy to ſeek the Latian Land. 300 
To Tyber's Flood great Prox Bus urg'd our Way, 
Where ſpring N un reus ſacred Streams to Day; 
Here Da RD AN us was born, of Heav'nly Strain; 
Hence firſt he came, and now returns again. 

Yet more---Theſe Preſents from the Trojan King, 305 
Theſe Reliques of his former State we bring, 

Snatch d from devouring Flames His Sire, of old, 
Pour d due Libations from this Bowl of Gold: 

In theſe rich Robes the Royal Priam ſhone, 

And gave the Law, Majeſtic, from the Throne: 310 
This Crown, this Scepter, did | the Monarch wear; 


Theſe Veſts. were labour'd by the Tr9ar Fair. 
HE 


— —— N . — - 


310 VIRGILs ZNEID. Book VII. 


Hz ceas'd---The Sov'reign paus d in Thought profound, 
And fixt his Eyes unmoy'd upon the Ground. 
His Daughter's Fortunes all his Mind employ, 31 5 
And Future Empire, not the Gifts from Troy. 
Deep in his Mind the Prophecy he roll'd, 
And deem'd this Chief, the Son the Gods foretold, 
The mighty Heroe long foredoom'd by Fate 
To ſhare the Gloties of the Regal State ;— 320 
From whom a Race, Victorious by their Swords, 
Should rife in Time, the World's Majeſtic Lords: 
Then joyful ſpoke : May Heav'n our Counſels bleſs, 
And it's own Omens, with the with'd Succeſs ! 
Well pleas d, my Friends, your Preſents I receive, 325 
And free Admiſſion in my Kingdoms give; | 
Nor ſhall you want, while I the Throne enyoy, 
A Land as fruitful as the Fields of Troy. 
But let your Godlike Prince, if he requeſt 
Our Royal Friendſhip, be our honovr'd Gueſt; 330 
The Peace he aſks in Perſon he may bring, 
Go then Report this Meſſage to your King, — 
A beauteous Daughter in her Bloom is Mine, 
Forbid to wed in our Auſonian Line: 
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This all our Native Oracles deny, | 335 
And every dreadful Omen of the Sky. 

From Foreign Shores, a Foreign Son appears, 
Whoſe Race ſhall lift our Glory to the Stars. 
Your Prince, the deſtin'd Chief the Fates require, 


Our Thoughts divine, and we, my Friends defire. 340 


HE faid, and order'd Steeds, to mount the Band; 
In lofty Stalls three hundred Courſers ſtand, 
Their ſhining Sides with Crimſon cover d Oer; 
The ſprightly Steeds embroider'd Trappings wore, 
With Golden Chains, refulgent to behold ; 345 
Gold were the Bridles, and they champ'd on Gold. 
But to their Prince he ſent a glgrious Car, 
With two diſtinguiſh'd Courſers for the War; 
Fierce as they flew, their Noſtrils breath'd a Fire; 
Theſe Cirxce ſtole from her Celeſtial Sire, 350 
By Mortal Mares on Earth, who, All unknown, 
Mixt with the flaming Courſers of the Sun. J 
Pleas d with the Monarch's Gift, their Steeds they preſs, 


And to their anxious Lord return with Peace. 


Bur Jove's Imperial Queen, from Arcos far, 355 


Rides on the Whirlwinds thro' the Fields of Air. 
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From proud Pacnynus' Point, her Eyes explore 

The Trojan Prince, and all his Fleet on Shore. 

The Bulwarks riſe, the Troops poſſeſs the Strand, 
Deſert the Ships, and pour upon the Land; 1 52 360 
She ſtood in Anguiſh fixt, and ſhook her Head, 
Then, fir'd with Rage, the wrathful Goddeſs faid : 


Curr Race [--- a Race I labour to deſtroy! 
But Juno ſinks beneath the Fates of Troy! 
Did not the Captives break the Victor's Chain? 365 
Did not her ſlaughter d Sons revive again? 
Did they not force, when Troy in Aſhes lay, 
Through Fires and Armies their Victorious Way? 
What |-—Heay'n's great Empreſs flags, by Toils oppreſt 
Or ſure, her glutted Vengeance lies at Reſt! 370 
And yet I dar'd purſue the baniſh'd Train WO 
Thro' the laſt Bounds of Meptune s watry Reign, 


With Rocks, with Gulphs, with Thunders from on high, 


With all the Storms of Ocean and of Sky. 


In vain with Storms I rous'd the roaring Main; 375 


Earth, Skies, and Oceans wag'd my War in vain. 


In vain dire ScyLLa thunder'd o'er the Sea; 


Nor could the vaſt CHART BDIs bar the Way. 


For 
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For lo! in Tyber's Flood their Navies ride, 
Mock my Revenge, and triumph o'er the Tide. 
And yet the God of Battles could efface, 

For one Neglect, the Lapitbæan Race, 

For one Neglect, did Jove himſelf reſign 

To Dian's Wrath the Calydonian Line. 

But I, the Queen Supreme of Gods above, 


The mighty Conſort of Imperial Jovs, 


In vain for Years a Nation have purſu'd ; 
Nay by One fingle Mortal am ſubdu'd |! 
Yet, tho' My Pow'rs are baffled, will I try 
Whatever Pow'rs in Nature's Circle lie. 


What! tho' the Partial Heav'ns my Aims repell, 


I'll raiſe new Forces from the Depths of Hell! 
What! if the Trojan muſt in Latium reign |! 
What !---if the Fates a Regal Bride ordain ! 
Yet, may I ſtill the Nuptial Rite delay, 


And by a Length of Wars defer the Day. 


390 


395 


Yet, ſhall the Nations bleed ; the Kings ſhall reign, 


The lonely Monarchs of an empty Plain ; 
Yet ſhall the Father and the Son make good 


Their League of Friendſhip, in their Subjects Blood; 400 


In the mixt Blood of Nations ſhall be paid, 
At large, thy dreadful Dow'r, Imperial Maid! 
8 1 
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Wed then —with every fatal Omen wed : — 

BELLON A waits Thee to the Bridal Bed. 

The Queen of Love, like Priam's Royal Dame, 405 
For Ilion has conceiv'd a Second Flame. 

A Paris, ſprung from Venus, ſhall deſtroy 

Once more with fatal Fires the Tow'rs of Troy. 

This faid to Earth th' Impetuous Goddeſs flies, 
Inflam'd with Rage and Vengeance, from the Skies, 4.10 
Looks down, and, bending o'er the baleful Cell, 

Calls dire A Ero from the Realms of Hell. 

Crimes, Frauds and Murders are the Fiend's Delight, 
The Rage of Death, and Slaughters of the Fight. 

So fierce her Looks! ſuch Terrors from her Eyes! 415 
Round her grim Front fuch monſtrous Serpents rife! 
She ſcares ey'n PLuTo, her Immortal Sire; 

Her Siſter Furies tremble and retire. 

Then Heav'n's great Queen, againſt the Trojan Train, 
Inflam'd her Native Rage, and thus began ; 420 


DavenrER of Wight! thy potent Aid I claim 
To guard my Honour, and ſupport my Fame. 
Ohl let not Troy her Pow'rs to Latium bring, 
Nor with this Match amuſe her eaſy King. 


Tis 
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Tis Thine, the Peace of Brethren to confound, 425 
To arm their Hands, and ſpread Deſtruction round; 
Thro' kindling Houſes, Towns and Realms, to bear 
The Torch of Diſcord, and the Flames of War. 

To Thee a Thouſand noxious Arts are known, 

And every Form of Miſchief is thy own. 430 
Shake, ſhake the Fury from thy Soul | excite 

The Chiefs, and kindle all the Rage of Fight! 

Diſolve the Peace; and rowz'd by dire Alarms, 

Bid the mad Nations ruſh to Blood and Arms! 


Sake had ſhe ſpoke, when ſudden from her Eyes, 435 
Smear'd with Gorgonean Blood, the Fury flies 


Sublime; and 'tow'ring o'er the Palace ſoars ; 


Then ſtands Unſeen before Amar a's Doors; 


While Grief and Wrath the raging Queen employ, 

For Tuxnvs, injur'd by the Match with Troy. 440 

Here ſtopt the Fiend; and, (Diſcord all her View) 

Snatch'd from her hiſſing Locks, a Snake ſhe threw ; 

And thro' her inmoſt Soul the fiery Serpent flew. 

Unfelt, the Monſter glides thro' every Veſt, 1 

And breathes the Secret Poiſon in her Breaſt. 445 

Now, like a Fillet, round her Tem ples roll'd, 

Now round her Boſom, like a Chain of Gold. F 
82 No 
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Now to her Treſſes he repairs, and there 

Thrids every Ringlet of her golden Hair. 

Thus while her kindling Soul the Peſt inſpires 450 
With the firſt Sparkles of her fatal Fires, 

| cfore the Boſom of the Royal Dame 

elt the full Furies of th' infernal Flame, 

She ſpeaks her Grief, in Accents ſoft and mild, 
Implores the Sire, and ſorrows o'er her Child: 455 
And muſt Lavinia then, our only Joy, 
Wed with this wand'ring Fugitive of Trey? 
And can a' Father iſſue the Decree, | 

So fatal to Himſelf, to Her and Me? 

For ſure the Pirate ſoon will bear away 

With the firſt riſing Wind the. lovely Prey. 
Such, fuch a Gueſt of old, the Phrygian Boy 
Bore ravith'd He LE N to the Tow'rs of Troy. 
Where, where, is Friendſhip, Truth and Honour now ? 
A Father's Promiſe, and a Monarch's Vow | 465 
If thy great Sire's Commands have fixt thy Mind, 

To chuſe ſome Heroe of a Foreign Kind: 

Then every Kind, my Lord, and every Land 

Are Foreign, that are free from our Command; 

And if we trace brave Tuznus' Blood, He ſprings 470 


From a long Line of antient Argive Kings. 
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Tuus urg'd the Mother, in a mournful Strain, 
Her loud Complaints, yet urg'd them all in vain. 


But now the ſpreading Poifon, fir'd Her whole, 1 
Ev'n to the laſt Receſſes of her Soul. 475 


In her wild Thoughts a thouſand Horrors riſe; 

And fierce, and madding round the Streets She flies. 

So the gay Striplings laſh in eager Sport, 

A Top, in giddy Circles, round a Court. 

In rapid Rings it whirls, and ſpins aloud, 480 
Admir'd with Rapture by the blooming Crowd; 

From every Stroke, flies humming o'er the Ground, 


And gains new Spirit, as. the Blows go round. 


Thus flew the giddy Queen, with Fury ſtung, 
Thro' the wide Town, amid the wond'ring Throng. 4.8 5 
Yet more; the deſtin'd N uptials to delay, 
Fierce to the darkſom Wood ſhe bounds away; 
And, riſing ſtill in rage, with Rites divine 
She feign d new Orgies to the God of Wine. 
Thou, Bacchus, only Thou deſerv'ſt the Fair! 490] 


For Thee in Ringlets grows her lovely Hair! | 
For Thee ſhe leads the Dance, and wreaths her Ivy Spear. 
Now 


. + 
#22 l 
AT * ; 


318 VIRGIL's ANEID. Book VII, 


Now ſpread around the wild infectious Flames; 
With the ſame Fury glow the Latian Dames; 
Let looſe their flying Treſſes in the Wind, 495 
Ruſh to the Woods, and leave the Town behind; 
Toſs high their Ivy Spears; while Clamours riſe, 
And trembling Shrieks, Tumultuous rend the Skies. 
The madding Queen, with Rage Superior ſtung, j 
Rear'd high a flaming Pine, amid the Throng, 500 
And for young Tuznus rais'd the Nuptial Song. 
Then rolls her fiery Eyes, and loud. exclaims: 
Hear, all ye Matrons! hear ye Latian Dames | 
If yet a Mother's Woes your Souls can move, 
If yet your injur'd Princeſs ſhares your Love; 505 
Like me unbind your Treſſes; rove Abroad; 
And hold theſe Sacred Orgies to the God. 


J 


Tus the fierce Fiend AmarTa's Breaſt lovmdes: 
And drives her raving to the Syſvan Shades. | 


When all the Monarch's Palace ſhe ſurvey d, 510 


With all his Counſels in Confuſion laid; 


As wide around the riſing Fury grew, 


On duſky Wings to Ardea ſwift ſhe flew, 
: | Ardea 
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ARD EA, by DAN Aèë built in Days of Yore, p 
When with her Argive Train ſhe fought the Shore; 51 [| 
But now her periſh'd Ruins are no more! 

Where o'er the reſt brave Tuxxu's Manſion roſe, 
She found the Heroe funk in ſoft Repoſe ; 

And firſt, her dread Infernal Form to hide, 

Laid the orim Terrors of her Front afide : 520 
With Silver Hairs her Temples were o'erſpread, 

And Wreaths and verdant Olives crown'd her Head. 
Her wither'd Face in Wrinkles was emboſt, 

And in the Woman all the Fiend was loſt. 

She now appear'd a Venerable Dame, 525 
And to the Couch like Jux o's Prieſteſs came: 


TEN are thy Labours vain, (She thus begun,) 
And ſhall a Trojan ſeize thy rightful Throne? 
The King denies the Crown he long has ow'd, 


Denies the Fair thy Labours bought with Blood. 530 
Go---Save his Kingdom ; Fight the Tuſcan Train 
Go, Prince, and conquer, to be ſcorn'd again! 

Hear then by me the Mandate from on high 

Sent by the mighty Empreſs of the Sky : 


Fly, Fly ; the valiant Youth for Arms prepare ; 535 


And thro' the opening Gates let looſe the War. 
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Lol where in Tyber ride the Fleets of Troy ; 


Go then, their Chiefs and painted Ships deſtroy 3 

So Heav'n commands — and, if the Latian Lord 

Detain the Fair, regardleſs of his Word, 540 
Let him in Blood thy Vengeful Sword deplore, 

The Sword that conquer'd in his Cauſe before. 


Tus the diſſembled Dame---With Scornful Pride, 
In haughty Terms the Martial Youth reply'd : 


Taz Tidings you convey, I knew before; 545 
The Trojan Fleet is landed on the Shore. 
Hence---nor with idle Tales my Boſom move ; 

T live ſecure in Juno's Guardian Love. 

But, worn with Years, you dote with vain Alarms, 
And, when you nod, you dream of Kings in Arms. 550 
Go, Mother, Go---and make your Gods your Care, 
But leave to Men the Province of the War. 


Wullz yet he ſpoke, her Looks the Youth confound, 
And the black Fiend in all her Terrors frown'd. 
Aghaſt, he ſhook, and trembled with Affright, 555 
While all her Native Horrors blaſt his Sight. 

Such 
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Such a Tremendous Front the Furies ſpread, 
So dreadful hiſt the Serpents round her Head; 
So grim a Figure now ſhe ſeem'd to riſe; 
That Hell, all Hell was open'd in her Eyes! 560 


THren, e're the fault'ring trembling Youth reply'd, 
She roll'd her fiery Orbs from Side to Side ; 
Snatch'd two black Serpents from her Locks, and ſhook 
The ſounding Scourge, and thund'ring thus She ſpoke: 


BzHroLD, Behold the Wretch, by vain Alarms 565 
And Age, reduc'd to dream of Kings in Arms l. 
A Fury from the Deeps of Hell, I bear, 
In theſe dread Hands, Deſtruction, Death and War ! 


Wir that a flaming Torch the Goddefs threw ; 
Deep thro' his Breaſt the fiery Weapon flew. 570 
Strait rouz d the ſtartled Warrior; and a Stream 
Of Sweat ran copious down from every Limb. 

Thro' the wide Dome he raves with mad Alarms, 
He runs, he flies, he calls aloud to Arms; 
Fell Wrath and Vengeance in his Eyes appear, 575 
The Thirſt of Slaughter, and the Rage of War. 
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So when in parting Spires the Flame divides, 


And crackling” elimbs around the Cauldron's fides, 


In the deep Womb glow fierce the hiſſing Streams, 
Baih, fwell and foam, and bubble o'er the Brims; 38 0 
Till high in Air the fuming . Liquids riſe, 

And in a Length of Vapours mount the Skies. 


H ſends to great Latinus, to declare 
The Peace polluted, and denounce the War: 
To Arms he cries, — this Moment will we go 58 5 
To guard our Country, and repell the Foe. 
Himſelf, he boaſts, will all the War maintain, 
And fight the Trojan and Auſonian Train. 
His Troops take fire, and (Heav'n invok'd in Pray'r,) 


With eager Rage they gather to the War ; 590 


Some by his Beauty mov d, his Cauſe embrace, 


Some by his Valiant Deeds, and Regal Race. 


Wurz thus his Social Train the Prince inſpires, 
Swift to the Trojan Hoſt the Fiend retires. 
Big with new Miſchiefs to the Place ſhe came, 59 5 
Where young Julus hunts the Savage Game. | 
A Stag he chas'd ; the Chace the Fury ſees, 
And bids the Scent grow warm in every Breeze ; 
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His opening Hounds, exulting, ſhoot away, 

And bear Impatient on the panting Prey: 600 
From this light Courſe ſhe rais'd the firſt Alarms, | 
And fir'd the Brutal 'Swains to Blood and Arms. --- 
Snatch'd from the Dam, by Zyrrheus Children rear'd, 
(Tyrrheus, chief Maſter of the Royal Herd,) | 
With Care Domeftic had this. Stag been bred ; 605 
Of beauteous Shape; and Antlers grac'd his Head. F 
The Beaft became their Siſter's darling Care; 

His Horns were dreſs' d with Garlands by the Fair. 

Fed from the Board, accuſtom'd to command, 

The Fawn familiar lick'd her ſtroking Hand. 610 
Full oft ſhe bath'd him in the limpid Tide, 

And fondly curious comb'd his Silken Hide-: 

All Day amid 'the Foreſts would he roam, 

But came each Evening to his wonted Home. 
Aſcanius' Hounds had rouz d the trembling Prey, 615 
As down the gentle Flood he took his Way, 
And on the cooling Bank in Length Luxuriant lay. 1 
The youthful Heroe fir d with Love of Fame, | 
Directs a feather'd Arrow at the Game ; | 

The feather'd Arrow flew ; the Fury guides 620 


The pointed Weapon thro' the Wanton's Sides. 


Tt 2 | Pierc'd® 


— . 
o 
A 

— 


324 VIRGIL's ENEI D. Book VII. 


Pierc'd with the Dart, the bleeding Fawn in vain 
Flies back for Refuge to his Home again; 
Complains with Human Tears, and Human Sighs, 


And begs for Aid with unavailing Cries. 625 


The beauteous Sylvia heard his moving Strains, 

Beat her white Boſom, and alarm'd the Swains. 

Inſpir'd with ſudden Rage they wing their Way, 

For in the Wood the lurking Fury lay. 

Some arm'd with knotted Clubs, Impetuous, came, 630 
And ſome with Staves wel- ſeaſon'd in the Flame. 
With Stones or Brands the Peaſants throng from far, 
And every ſudden Weapon, to the War. 

TyRRHEUS who clove a Tree with many a Stroke, 
Left the huge Wedge within the gaping Oak ; 635 
Then ſeiz d the pond'rous Ax with loud Alarms, 

And call'd the Ruſtics all around to Arms. 

Meantime the Fury from her Stand deſcries 


The growing Diſcord every Moment riſe ; 


Aſcends the Roof, and, from the lofty Height, 640 


Calls in the boiſt rous Peaſants to the Fight: 
With her full Force her mighty Horn ſhe winds ; 
Th' Infernal Strain alarms the gath'ring Hinds. 
The dreadful Summons the deep Foreſts took ; 


The Woods All thunder'd, and the Mountains ſhook. 645 
The 
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The Lake of Trivia heard the Note profound; 
The Veline Fountains trembled at the Sound. 


The thick Sulphureous Floods of hoary Mar 
Shook at the Blaſt, that blew the Flames of War : 


Pale at the piercing Call, the Mothers preſt 650 
With Skrieks their ſtarting Infants to the Breaſt. 

Thus the mad Ruſties caught the dire Alarms, 

And at the horrid Signal flew to Arms. 

Nor leſs, in Succour of the Princely Boy, 8 
Pour forth to Battle all the Troops of Troy : 655 
Clubs, Staves and Brands at firſt the Fight maintain ; 
But now Embody'd Armies ſpread the Plain, 

And deadly Swords and ſhining Bucklers wield ; 

And Groves of Spears gleam dreadful o'er the Field. 

On Brazen Arms the Sun refulgent plays, 660 
And to the Skies the fiery Helmets blaze. 

So when the Wind has ſtirr'd the gentle Seas, 


The Waves juſt ſwell, and whiten by Degrees; 


Till all the heaving watry Worlds ariſe, 
In one vaſt Burſt of Thunder to the Skies. 665 


FixzsT Al Mon, TyxxHEUs eldeſt Hope, was ſlain, 
Fierce as he fought, the foremoſt on the Plain: | 
Beneatn 
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Beneath his Throat the Arrow found 'the Way; 

And choak'd in Blood, the beauteous Warrior lay. 
Now Heaps on Heaps fall thick on every Side, 670 
And in the Cloud of Fight Gal EsUs dy'd; 

Good old GALE SUSI While, with earneſt Care, 

He labour d to prevent the riſing Wat : 

The Sage ſor Juſtice bore the foremoſt Place, 

Tho' far the wealthieſt of the Latian Race : 675 
Five Flocks, five bellowing Droves, his Paſtures held, 
And with a Hundred Teams he turn'd the ſpacious Field. 


Tus while, on either Side, the Martial Train 
With mutual Slaugliter bath'd the purple Plain: 
When tlie ſtern Fury, from her Protniſe freed, 680 
Beheld with Joy the growing Battle bleed; 
She leaves the Heſperian Shores ſhe mounts the Skies, 
And in proud Triumph thus to Juno cries: | 


BERHOL D my Promiſe, mighty Queen |. made good; 
The Trojan Sword has drawn the Latian Blood. 685 
War, boundleſs War, runs raging round the Plain; 
Nor can Yourſelf command the Peace again; 

Speak but your Will, I'll ſpread the dire Alarm, 
And bid the bord'ring Towns and Countries arm, 


Both 


* 
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Both Sides to aid, the Nations ſhall repair; 690 


Wide round, the rifing Diſcord will I bear, 


And rouze in every Breaſt the Furies of the War. 


EnouGH, replies the Queen, enough is done, 
The War ſtands fixt; the Slaughters are begun. 
They fly to Arms; their Arms with Blood diſtain: 
Death, Rage, and Terror range the purple Plain. 
Such are the Nuptial Rites, that we prepare 
For Latium King, and Venus worthy Heir! 
But go—This Moment leave the Realms above; 
Go--nor offend the facred Eyes of Fovs. 

To thy unhallow'd Feet the Sire denies 

Th' Etherial Walks, and Freedom of the Skies. 
Retire to Hell; if aught remains undone, 
Ourſelf ſhall finiſh what thy Toils begun. 


Swirr as the Goddeſs ſpoke, the Fury ſprings 


With rapid Speed, and ſpreads her duſky Wings; 
Her Serpents hiſſing all around, ſhe flies 


To Hell's dark Realms, Impetuous, from the Skies. 
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Amid fair 1zaly, renown'd by Fame, 

Lies a deep Vale, Amſanctus is the Name. 710 
Her gloomy Sides are ſhaded with a Grove ; 
And a huge Range of Mountains tow'rs above ; 
Fierce thro the duſky Vale the Torrents pour, 
And o'er the rattling Stones the Whirl-pools roar. 
There the black Jaws of Hell are open d wide; 715 
There rolls dire Ach E RON his fiery Tide; 
There lies the dark Infernal Cave, and there 
Grim Pluro breathes the ſoft Etherial Air. 

Down thro' this dreadful Opening, from on high, 
if The Fiend plung d headlong, and reliev'd the Sky. 720 
| 


| As 

1 - - MeanTiwg the Queen of Heav'n exerts her Care, 
With her laſt Hand to crown the growing War. 

In one vaſt Tide the loud tumultuous Swains 

Pour to the City, and deſert the Plains. 

Young ALMON's Corſe they bear in open Sight, 725 
And old GaLESsus ſlaughter'd in the Fight; 

3 Implore the Gods with Vows, and beg in vain 

| The hoary Monarch to revenge the Slain. 

While the fierce Daunian Lord's Com plaints conſpire, 
To ſpread the gath'ring Fears of Sword and Fire. 730 


Tourxvus 
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Tux us, he cries, is baniſh'd with Diſgrace, 
And wrong'd in Favour of a Foreign Race. 
The King prefers a Trojan for his Son ; 

A Trojan Prince already fills the Throne | 
Thoſe too, whoſe Mothers by the Queen were led, 735 
When, fir'd by Bacchus, to the Woods ſhe fled, 
(Such was her Intereſt in the Realm) declare 

For open Arms, and breathe Revenge and War. 

War is the fatal Univerſal Cry, 

Againſt all Omens of the angry Sky |-— 740 
Furious they crowd their Sov reign's Regal Door, 
And, madding, round the rich Pavilions roar ; 

Beſiege their King, as Waves a Rock, in vain, 

Some mighty Rock, amidſt the rolling Main ; 

That hears unmoy'd the Sounding Tempeſts blow, 745 
That ſees the furious Surges foam below; 

And o'er the Deeps, Majeſtic to the Sight, 

Stands fixt, and glories in it's matchleſs Height, 

Proud of it's Bulk ; while Storms and working Tides 
Fly, daſh and break againſt the tow'ring Sides! 750 


Wazn long the Prince had labour'd to retain 
The riſing Madneſs of their Souls in vain, 
Tu... And 
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And faw the Crowd no Counſel would obey, 

But rulh'd to Arms as Juno led the Way; 
The mournful Sire obteſts the Gods and Skies; 755 
And lo! we yield to Fate the Monarch cries. 

The Storm Impetuous bears us down the Flood-- 

But Heav'n, Heay'n claims your Sacrilegious Blood! 
Thou too, raſh TuxNvus, ſhalt thy Part ſuſtain, | 
And late, too late, implore the Gods in vain! 760 
Safe to the Port am I already come, 

And All your King can loſe, is Nothing but a Tomb 
Then penſive he retir'd, and left to Fate 

The Reins of Empire, and the Cares of State. 

A ſolemn Cuſtom in Heſperia reign d, 765 
Which long the potent Alban Lords maintain'd, 

And Rome ſtill holds; when, terrible in Might, 

The World's great Empreſs ſends her Sons to Fight. 
Whether the Chain for Dacia they prepare, 

Or wage th Hyrcanian, or Arabian War, 770 
Or their Victorious Arms on [zdia turn, 
And ſpread her Eagles to the riſing Morn ; 

Or urge proud PAR THITA“Ss long- expected Doom, 

And bring in Pomp our raviſh'd Enſigns Home.— 
Two Maſly ſolid Gates have ever ſtood, 5775 
Fer Ages ſacred to the + Thracian God. 

t+Maks. Old, 
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Old, double Janus guards the dreadful Doors; 
Grim War within, his mighty Captive, roars. 
on many a pond'rous Hinge the Gates are hung; 
With Brazen Bars Impenetrably ſtrong. 780 
Soon as the Fathers of the State proclaim, 
The Fight muſt vindicate the Roman F ame; 
Strait, at their high Decree, the Conſul, dreſt 
In the rich ſacred Robe and Gabine Veſt, 
While the loud Trumpets ſound a Martial Strain, 785 
(In Pomp attended by the valiant Train,) 
Throws wide the Gates; and thro' the Nations far 
Lets looſe the boundleſs Furies of the War. 
So now the madding Latian Crowds implore 
Their Monarch, to unfold the ſacred Door. 790 
But from the fatal Office he withdrew, 
Abhorr'd the Province, and retir'd from View. 
Then Heav'ns dread Empreſs, while the Prince delay'd, 
Shot down, and Both the burſting Gates diſplay'd: 
The Bolts fly back, with every Brazen Bar; 795 
And like a Storm, broke forth th' Impriſon'd War. 
TIII now unmoy'd by Diſcord and Alarms, 
Ausoni1a burns, and calls her Sons to Arms. 
Uu 2 Some 
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Some to the furious Fight on Foot proceed 

Some vault Impetuous on the bounding Steed. 800 
Some whet the blunted Poll-ax for the F ield, 

Brighten the Spear and long- neglected Shield; 

With Tranſport hear the Trumpet's Clangors riſe, 

And view the Banners ſtreaming in the Skies. 

Ardea, proud Tybur, Cruftumerium's Pow'rs, 805 
Atina ſtrong, and high Antemne's Tow'rs, 
Five potent Cities, all their Sons employ, 

To forge new Arms againſt the Troops of Troy. 

For Greaves the ductile Silver they extend, 

And for the Shield the pliant Sallow bend 810 
The Guiltlefs Arms the Rural Trade affords, 

Scythes, Plow-ſhares, Hooks, are ſtreighten d into Swords; 
And in the glowing F Ses they reſtore 

The blunted Faulchions which their Fathers wore. 

And now the ſprightly Trumpets ſound from far; 8:5 
The Word flies round; the Signal of the War. 

Some ſnatch the poliſh'd- Helm with eager Speed; 
Some to the Yoke compell the ſnorting Steed. 

Brace on the Golden Cuiraſs, ſeize the Shield; 

And, with the glitt ting Sword, ruſh furious to the Field. 8 20 


II 
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| \ 
Ys Muſes! now unlock your ſacred Spring; 

Inſpire your Bard, and teach him how to ſing 

What mighty Heroes led the Martial Train, 

And what embattled Armies ſpread the Plain : 

The Latian Chiefs, Ye Goddefles ! declare, 825 

And the dire Progreſs of the Waſteful War 

You know, and can record the Pow'rs who came, 

Which We learn only from the Voice of Fame. 


MzzzenTius firſt, who ſcorn'd th' Immortal Pow'rs, 
Conducts his Armies from the Tiſcan Shores. 830 
Him follow'd La usus, fluſh'd with Youthful Fire, 
A Son, whoſe ſhining Virtues might require 
A happier Throne, and a far better Sire! 

He tam'd the Steed, and urg'd the generous Chace, 
And None but TURN Us match'd his blooming Face: 83 5 
He led from fair Agylla to the Plain 

A Thouſand Warriors, but he led in vain |. 


* - 
* 


GRE AT AVvENTINU s, Great AL DES“ Son 
Wore the proud Trophy that his Father won: | 
A Hundred Serpents round his Bucklers roll'd; 840 
And HYDRA hiſs d from all her Heads in Gold. | 
| Freſh 
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Freſh Wreaths of Palm his lofty Chariots crown'd 

And fierce he laſh'd his Fiery Courſers round, 

When great ALcipgs from Geryon flain | 
Return'd triumphant to the Latian Plain; 845 
And the. brave Victor, ſafe in theſe Abodes, 

Cool'd his Heſperian Herds in Tyber's Floods ; 

He won in Shades the beauteous Rh A's Grace, 

And this bold Heroe crown'd his ſtrong Embrace, 

Born in Mount Aventine's ſequeſter d Wood. 850 
The Mortal Mother mingling with the God. 


H Is valiant Troops long Sabine Javelins bear, 
And arm'd with Steely Piles, provoke the War. 
He ſtalk'd before his Hoſt; and, wide diſpread, 
A Lion's Teeth grinn'd horrid o'er his Head: 855 
Then ſou ght the Palace in the ſtrange Attire, 
And look'd as ſtern and dreadful as his Sire. 


FROM Tibur, Coras and CaTilL us came, 
Tibur, the Town that took their Brother's Name. 
Brave Youths! who led the Martial Argive Train, 860 
And ruſh'd the foremoſt to th'embattled Plain. 
So two fierce Centaurs, of the Cloud-born Race, 
Ruſh furious down the frozen Hills of Thrace.; 
. | The 
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The Groves give Way, the crackling Woods reſound, 
And trampled Foreſts ſpread their Ruins wide around. 865 


NexrT mighty C0 ULUs to Battle flies, 
Who bade the Tow'rs of proud Prenefte riſe : 
Found on the Hearth, amid the the glowing Fire, 
The Nations deem'd great Mu LIBER his Sire. 
A Hoſt of Warriors te the Field he led, 870 
The hardy Swains that fair Præneſte bred, 
Or Gabu ſent where Juno's Temple roſe; 
The Troops who dwell where ſhining A x1 o flows. 
With thoſe who drink old AMASsENVUsS' Stream, 
Or from the Walls of rich AN AO NIA came. 875 
Not all with Arms are furniſh'd for the War, 
Nor graſp the Shield, nor whirl the rapid Car. 
But moſt from Slings a Storm of Bullets throw, 
And leaden Deaths deftroy the diſtant Foe. | 
Some in their Hands two pointed Javelins bore, 8 80 
And Spoils of Wolves for glitt'ring Helmets wore ; 
The left Foot bare, they boldly ruſh to Fight, 
But a tough Hide, unſeaſon'd, ſheaths the Right. 


NexT Ne»>TuNxE's Son, the brave Messapus came, 
Exempt from Steel, and ſacred from the Flame. 885 
__ 
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To long: neglected Wars he fir d his Train, 


And urg'd his Troops to ſhine in Arms again. 


From the Flavinian and Fe ſcennian Coaſt, 


At his Command, advance th' embodi'd Hoſt : 

Thoſe who on high Soracte s Towers reſide, 890 

Or dwell by Ciminus expanded Tide, 

Or Oer the rough aſpiring Mountain rove, 

Or haunt Divine PFeronia's ſhady Grove: 

All march, embattled in Array, and fing 

The Martial Glories of their Godlike King. 895 

So from the Fiſhy Floods, a Snowy Train | 
Of Swans embodi'd wing th'Aerial Plain; 


Stretch their long Necks o'er Afius Chryſtal Spring, 


While hollow Shores and echoing Waters ring. 
Not one, who heard the loud confus'd Alarms, 900 
Had thought this noiſy Train a Hoſt in Arms, 

But ſome huge Cloud of clamorous Fowls, who ſoar 
Among the Cliffs, and fcream around the Shore. 


Lo! next brave CL aus us kads his Troops along; 
From the old Sabine Race the Warrior ſprung: 905 
With a vaſt Hoſt, a Hoſt Himſelf, he came, 


The firſt great F ather of the Claudian Name; 
That 
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That ſpread thro' Latium, when, the Line to grace, 
Rome ſhar' d her Empire with the Sabine Race. 

The antient Cx Es march at his Commands, 910 
And a large Force from Amiternian Lands, 

With thoſe who dwell where full Yelinus runs, 

Or where Momentum boaſts her Martial Sons, 

Or old Eretum ftretch'd her utmoſt Bound, 

And rich Mutuſca ſmiles, with Olives ctown'd ; 975 
Or where ſteep Tetricas rough Rocks ariſe, 
Or proud Severus tow'rs amid the Skies. 

Where, with fair Foruli Caſperia ſtands, 

And clear Himella floats the fruitful Lands, 

Where gentle Fabaris ſerenely glides, 920 
Whoſe Streams augment Imperial Tyher's T ies: 
Where, near cold Nurfa, beauteous Ho x rA ſtood, 
And mournful Alia rowls her fatal Flood. 

Thick ſhines with moving Troops the blazing Plain, 
Thick, as the Billows on the Stormy Mainz; 925 
Thick as the ripen 'd Harveſts are beheld, 

That nod, and wave along the Golden Field, 

The Bucklers ring, the claſhing Arms reſound; 
Beneath their Footſteps groans the trembling Ground. 


X x THEN 


TEN AGAMEMNoON's' Son, Halesus came, 930 
| By Birth a Foe to all the Trojan Name : : 
HS He yok'd his fiery Courſers to the Car, 
And with a Thouſand Soldiers ruſh'd to War, 
From where on Mountains Ive th' Auruntian Line, 
Where Maſſic Hills produce the generous Wine: 935 
Warriors, who dwell along the roaring Sea, 
Or from the Walls of Calet took their Way ; 
With thofe who drink Yulrurzus: ſhoaly Flood, 
i The rough Saziculan. and Oſcan ſtood. 
| | Short, pointed Javelins, faſten d by a String, 
With fatal Force the dext'rous Artiſts fling : 
Light Shields of ſeaſon'd Hide aloft they bear, 
And, arm'd with bending Swords, provoke the War. 
Nor thou, unſung, brave OzBaLiys.) ſhalt pal, 
The Nymph SEE THis Son, of T'zL 0's Race. 945 
| . While pleaſing CAPTREA own'd his Fathers ** 
= | And the Teleboan Realms his Nod obey ; 
The Son, far more ambitious, ſtretch'd his Reign 
O'er thoſe rich Towns, where Sarno bathes the Plain 
Now to the Fight he leads his Warlike Pow'rs 950 
From ancient Batulum, and Rufa's Tow'rs, 


From 
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From where, her blooming Fruits Abella crown, 

And old Celenna ſpreads her ſpacious Down. 

Theſe, like the rough Teutonic Warriors, threw 

Huge Spears with Barbs, that wing d with Slaughter flew. 9 5 5 
Light Caſques of Cork around their Heads they wore, 
And Brazen Swords and Brazen Bucklers bore. 


Trarr too, bold Ur ENS, to the dire Alarms, 
Cold Mur ſia ſent, a Chief renown'd in Arms. 
Her fierce rough Sons thro' Foreſts bound away, 96 
And O er wild Mountains chaſe the panting Prey. 
In Arms the Natives turn the frozen Soil, 


Make War a Sport, and fly upon the Spoil. 


UMBro, the * Marrubian Prieſt, was there, 
Sent by the Marfian Monarch to the War. 965 
The ſmiling Olive with her verdant Boughs 
Shades his bright Helmet, and adorns his Brows. 

His Charms, in Peace the furious Serpent keep, 

And lull'th' envemom'd Viper's Race to Sleep; 

His Healing Hand allay'd the raging Pain; 970 
And at his Touch the Poiſons fled again. 

But yet he faifd to cure, withal his Art, 

The wound inflicted by the Trojan Dart! 

XxX 2 „ 
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Nor all his Charms, nor potent Herbs that grow 

On Marfian Mountains, could prevent the Blow! 975 
For Thee, wide echoing figh'd th' Angitian Woods; 
For Thee, in Murmurs wept thy Native Floods !. 


NExT, brave HieeoryTvus! thy beauteous Heir, 
The lovely Viszius mingled in the War. 
In the dark Woods by fair EGERIA bred, 980 
His Troops the Youth from old Africia led: 
Where, on the Shore; Dzan a's Altar ſtood, 
(But now unftain'd' with offer d Human Blood ; ) 
For when HyxeeoLYTus, as Records tell, 
By his fierce Stepdame's Arts and Vengeance fell, 985 
Chas'd by his F ather's Curſes to the Shore, 


The hapleſs Youth the ſtartled Courſers tore; 
By ZAscuLayivs Skill and Drian's Care 


The Chief reviv'd and breath'd Etherial Air. 
But Jo vx incens d, a Mortal to ſurvey, 990 
From the Tartarean Shades reſtor d to Day, 

Great Pros Bus Son, the godlike Artiſt, hurl'd, 
Transfixt with Thunder, to the Nether World: 

But Dian hid the Vouth in Groves; and there 
Conſign d her Darling to EOGE RIAS Care. 99 5 
g 8 There 


- ov 
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There, in the Foreſts, with the ſacred Dame 

He paſt his Days, and VIRBTIUSs was his Name. 

For this, th'unhallow'd' Steed muſt ſtill remove 

From Dian's Fane and conſecrated Grove: 

Since the mad Horſes ſtartled as they flew, 1000 
And on the Ground their mangled Maſter threw. 

Yet his brave Offspring drove the thund'ring Car, 

And laſh'd his fiery Courſers to the War. 


Bol Dp Tuxnvus in the Front, ſupreamly tall, 
Sheath' d in Refulgent Arms, out ſhines them all: 1005 
High on his Helm a Triple Plume was rais'd, | 
And on his Creſt the dire Chimera blaz'd : 

From her wide Jaws the horrid Fiend exſpires 

A dreadful Length of Fires ſucceeding Fires. 

When the loud Voice of Slaughter rends the Skies, 1010 
And the full Hotrors | of the Battle riſe, 

She glows, ſhe lightens, as the Warrior turns; | 
She flames with Rage; and the whole Monſter burns. 
Chang'd to an Heifer in the flowery Field, 
The beauteous 16 charg'd the ſhining Shield. 1013 
Here ſtood her + Guard; and there her + Father roll'd 
His ſwelling Surges thro the figur d Gold. | 


A Cloud. 
+ AxGus, TIN Achs A River. Gad. 
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A Cloud of Foot ſucceeds; a mighty Train, 

With Spears, and Shields; and Armies hide the Plain. 
The Pow'rs. from Argive and Auruntian Lands 1020 
Mix'd with the antient bold Sicanian Bands. 
With painted Shields the brave LABICI came 

And Sacran Forces to the Field of Fame: 
With thoſe who till: Numicas” fair Abodes, 
Or dwell where Tyber views his riſing Woods: 1025 
Or where the rough Ruzulians turn the Ground, 

And the ſteep Hills of Girce ſtretch around: 

Where fair Frronia boaſts her ſtately Grove, 

And Anxur: glories in her Guardian ov: 

Where ſtands the Pomprine Lake and oer the Plain, 1030 
Cold Ufens 2 bene to; the Main. 


List with her Martial Troops, all ſheath d in Brafs, 
CauirTA came, a Queen of Volſcian Race. 
Nor were the Web or Loom the Virgin's Care, 

But Arms and Courſers, and the Toils of War. 1035 
he led the pid Race, and left, behind, 

The flagging Floods and Pinions of the Wind : 

80 light ſhe flies along the Level Plain, 


Nor hurts the tender Graſs, nor bends the golden Grain; 


Or 
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Or o'er the ſwelling Surge ſuſpended ſweeps, 1040 
And ſmoothly ſkims, unbath'd, along the Deeps. 

From the diſpeopled Towns and Fields repair 

Men, Matrons, Maids and Youths to view the Fair: 
The Crowds all gaze with Tranſport, to ſurvey, 

Looſe in the Winds, her purple Garments play, 1045 
Her poliſh'd Bow, her Quiver's . gawdy Pride 

With Arrows ſtor d and glittering at her Bide : 
Her ſhining Javelin, wondering they behold, 

And her fair Treſſes bound with Claſps of Gold. 


The End of the Seventh Book. 
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— 


The ARGUMENT. 


The War being now begun, Both the Generals make all poſſible 
Preparations. Turnus ſends to Diomedes : Ægneas goes in Perſon 
to beg Succours from Evander and the Tuſcans. Evander receives 
him kindly, furniſhes him with- Men, and ſends his Son Pallas 
with bim. Vulcan af the Requeſt of Venus, makes Arms for 
her Son Eneas, and draws on his Shield the moſs memorable 
Actions of his Paſterity. | 
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Eighth Book of the MEI D. 


O W Toxxus rouz'd all Latium with Alarms 
| To mount the fiery Steeds, and fly to Arms; 
Fixt on Laurentum s Tow'rs, Sublime in Air, 
His Standard wav'd, the Signal of the War: 
And the loud Trumpets, heard from far, excite 5 
The generous Youth, and call them to the Fight. 
Confederate Pow'rs conſpire, the War to wage; 

And the mad Nations breathe Revenge and Rage. 
Their Armies UrzNs and Mzs84rus guide, 


With proud MzzzenTius who the Gods defi d. 10 


+ 


3 1 From 


\ 


346 VIRGILs ENEI D. Boox VIII. 


From the ſuſpended Plow they drag the Swains, 
And for the War diſpeople all the Plains. 


To Arpi next ſage Henulus whey ſped 
To beg the Aid of Royal Diomed ; 
And charge the hoary Enzoy to inform rd 
The Martial Monarch of the riſing Storm; 

That Troy's proud Navy rides in Tyber's Floods ; 
ANnzas here has fixt his vanquiſh'd Gods; 

And aun himſelf che Prince, ordain'd tby Fate 

To ſway the Scepter of th He/perian Stat 20 
The Nations own his Cauſe, his Right proclaim, 

And Latium echoes with his growing Fame : 

That beſt Himſelf could judge, who knew the Fee, 
From, ſuch a War what dread Effects may flow; 

What "Y his mighty Aim, his proud Intent; Y A N 
And, fhould he conquer, what the dire Bvent, n 
Was left for him to weigh; whoſe State and Throne, 
And Fortunes ſtood endanger'd like -their Own. - 


ALL this the Trojan Chief beheld, oppreſt 
With Cares that roll d tumultuous in his Breal 30 
A Thouſand Thoughts his wavering Soul divide, 
That turns each Way, and points to every Side. 


* 
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So from a Brazen Vaſe. the trembling Stream 

Reflects the Lunar, or the Solar Beam: 

Swift and eluſive of the dazled Eyes, | 35 
From Wall to Wall the dancing Glory flies: 
Thence to the Cieling ſhoot the glancing Rays, 

And o'er the Roof the quivering "" plays. 


Twas N hath weary with che Toil of Du, 
In ſoft Repoſe the whole Creation laß; 40 
And laſt the Trojan Prince, oppreſt with Care 
On the dire Proſpect of th' approaching War, N 
Sunk, and in balmy Slumbers clos d his Eyes; 
His Couch the Bank; his Canopy the Skies. 
When, flow-emerging thro” the Poplar Wood, 
Roſe the Majeſtic Father of the Flood, \ 
Tyber, the Guardian God, in open View"; 
An Azure Mantle round his Shoulders flew ; 

A Wreath of Reeds adorn'd his hoary Head, 
And, to relieve his Sorrows, thus he faid: 50 


O long expected on our bleſt Abodes, 
Great Chief, the true Deſcendent of the Gods! | 
Whoſe Conduct brings thy reſcu'd. Trey once more 
To riſe Immortal on our Latian ane; n n 
1 Proceed, 


But ſoon the Latian Race in Arms appear; 
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Proceed, and conquer, Prince! nor yield to Fear; 55 
Here lies thy fated Home, thy IL Iox here. | 

Go meet the threat ning War; thy Cares are vain, 
The Gods relent, and Heav'n grows mild again. 

Nor think, an airy Viſion of the Night, 

A tranſient empty Dream deludes thy Sight. 60 
Soon thou ſhalt view, beneath an Oak reclin'd, 

A large White Mother of the briſtly Kind, 

With her White numerous Brood of thirty Young, 
Who drain her Udders as ſhe lies along. 

There, there, thy Town, great Heroe, ſhall afcend, 65 
There all thy Labours, all thy Woes ſhall end. 
Heav'n, by this Sign, ordains thy Royal Son, 

When Thirty Years in full Succeſſion run, 

Shall build a + City of diſtinguiſh'd Fam, | 
Which from this Omen fhall derive her Name. 70 
But to ſucceed, purſue what I advile ; | 

Go, make th' Arcadia: Tribes thy firm Allies. 

The Race, that own'd of old great PAL LASV Sway, 
Hither beneath EvanDer bend their Way; 

Then rais'd their Walls on the tall Mountain's Crown; 7 5 
And PALLAS Name adorn'd the rifing Town: 


And with the Stran gers wage perpetual War ; 
} ALB A. 
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Go, Join their Forces, and their Aid implore, 
And fear the gath' ring Hoſtile Train no more. 80 
Riſe, Son of Venus, riſe, employ thy Oars; 
Our ſelf will guide Thee to the Friendly Shores. 
Soon as the Day ſhall dawn, thy Gifts prepare, 
And vanquiſh Hear n's revengeful Queen with Pray r. 
Crown'd with Succeſs, and all thy Foes O er- aw d, 8 | 
Diſcharge to Me the Honours of a God, Ny 
To Me the Sire of this Immortal Flood: 
For know, old Tyber ſtands before thine Eyes, 
Ador'd on Earth, and reverenc'd. in. the Skies. 
I lead, in peaceful Pomp, my humid Train 90 
Along theſe Banks, and bathe the fruitful Plain. : 
And on our Sides a City ſhall be ſeen; 
Our glorious Seat ; the World's Majeſtic Queen!. 


TR God then plung' d beneath his Oozy Bed; 
And with the Night the Hero's Slumber fled. 935 
He roſe, and ſtrait his joyful Eyes ſurvey 
The purple Splendors of the dawning Day ; ; 

Then Water in his Palm. deyoutly took, 
Rais d to the Skies, and thus with Tranſport poke: 8 
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And Gifts un neeaftig on thy Altars lay. 
But oh! be preſent with thy Aid Divine, 
Diſplay, and then confirm the promis d _ 


With all her ſnowy Young, in open View ; 


2 Al Night old 7z4er calm'd his felling Flood. 
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'YzN ymphs, Laurentian Nyinphs FR whoſe ei 
And watry Stores the fwelling Rivers riſe; | 


And thou, old ber ! my propitious Guide, 


Receive NAS on thy ſaered Tide; 
From every I defend him, as he goes, 


And Look with Pity on his endleſs Woes. 105 
Then, from whatever Source thy Streams ſurvey | 


The golden Light, ahd murmuring ſpring to Day; 
O thou, the greateſt of the watry Gods, 
Majeſtic Prince of all th' Heſperian Floods ! 

Still to oy Name due Honours will F pay, 110 


Hk faid, wen Amd His Trojans, and tipply d 
Two Barks With Oars, to ſtem the 1 Tide. 115 


When lol the promis d Omen was diſplay d 
The large White Dam lay ſtretch d along the n 


Whom, with her Brood, the Prince to Juno flew. 
Now while the Ships with equal Strokes they row'd, 1 20 


The 
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The ſlumbering Streams no mingling Murmurs make > 
Smooth as the glaſſy Level of the Lake. 

With joyful Shouts the fable Gallies glide, 
Eaſy and light, along the floating Tide. 1386 
Surpriz d, the Foreſts and the Floods beheld 

Bright Arms and Veſſels on the watry Field. 

All Night, all Day, they ply their buſy Oars 

Along the Mazes of the winding Shores, 

And gently move beneath the waving Scene 130 
Of Groves, that paint the checquer d Floods with Green 


Now had the Sun's bright Courſers whirl'd on high 
His fiery Chariot to the Mid-day Sky :-— 
When lol the diſtant | Tow'rs the Train deſcries; z 
And Walls and intermingled Houſes riſe; 3 \' OY 
EAN DER's homely State—-where now appears | 
Immortal Rome, advanc'd above the Stars! 
Thither they turn the Prow without Delay, 
And to the City bend their eager Way. 

BE TORE the Town, within the; gloomy Woods, r40 
To great ALcipzs and the favouring Gods, 
It chanc'd, that Day, th' Arcadian Monarch paid 
A ſolemn e in the ſecret Shade: 


PALL as 
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PaALLAs his Son, . the Rural Senate round, 

And the chief Youths the flaming Altars crown'd: 145 
With fuming Incenſe in their Hands they ſtood, 
And the red Pavement bluſh'd with facred Blood. 


SooN as they ſaw the Ships in Silence move, 
And ſhine between the Openings of the Grove; 
A ſudden Dread ſtrikes cold thro every Breaſt ; 150 
They ſtart, they riſe, and leave th'unfiniſh'd Feaſt. 
But PaLtas bids the Gueſts the Rite purſue, 
Then ſnatch'd a Javelin, and- impetuous flew ; 
Reſolve me, Stranger, (from a Point he calls,) 
Who, whence you are, and why approach our Walls? 155 
What urg'd your Voyage to theſe Shores, declare ? | 
Speak, ſpeak your Buſineſs---Bring you Peace or 'War ? 


Hie on the Stern the Trojan Heroe ſtands, 
And held a Branch of Olive in his Hands. 
Behold, he cries, the far- fam d Sons of Troy; 160 
Theſe Swords againſt the Latians we employ ; ; 
The perjur'd Latians; whoſe unjuſt Alarms 
Force us to fly to great Evanver's Arms. 
Go, tell your King, the Dardan Chiefs appear, 


And F his Fe Succour in the War. 7 165 
Wnuo 


Fs; 
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| Wnroz'sR thou art, approach, he cries with Joy, 
(All fir'd to hear the glorious Name of Troy;) 

To my great Father be thy Suit addreſt, 

And grace our Manſions, as a Friend and Gueſt. 

With that he gave the Dardan Prince his Hand, 170 
And led the Godlike Heroe from the Strand: 

Then to the ſacred Grove their Way they took; 

And thus the Trojan to the Monarch ſpoke: 


BEST of the Greeks / to whom devoid of Fear, 
Conſtrain'd by Fate, theſe Types of Peace I bear. 1 75 
Tho' from Arcadia Hoſtile Bounds you came, 

Ally'd to both the Kings of Ar REUS! Name, 

Yet hither did thy Fame my Steps. incline, 

My own fixt Choice, Heav'n's Oracles Divine ; 

And the mixt Glories of our Kindred Line. 180 
For know we both from mighty Atlas trace, | 


Who props th' Etherial Spheres, our Antient Race. 
Que Father DAR DANS, a glorious Name, 

From his fam'd. Daughter, fair ELscTaa, came. 

His beauteous Ma1a, on Cyllene's Height, 185 
Diſclos'd your Sire, great MEgxcusy, to Light. 

2 2 Thus 
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Thus from that common Source divided run 


Our ſacred Lines, as firſt - they met in one. 
Rais d by theſe Hopes all Caution I diſown, 

And ſent no Envoys to addreſs thy Throne, 190 
But came, Unguarded, Fearleſs, and Alone. 

Our Daumian Foes, with equal Rage, deſtroy 

| Your ſufffring Subjects and the Sons of Troy; 

And hope, if they expell the Dardan Train, 

From Sea to Sea to propagate their Reign. 195 
Then in a League let either Nation join; 


*For know, our Trojans are a Martial Line, 
Valiant and bold, and feafon'd to Alarms, 
True to their Leagues, and exercisd in Arms! 


'Txvs He-—the Monarch roll'd his eager Eyes Si 
O'er his 8 Form, and thus replies: 


ON all = Features FO ny with Joy : 
Welcome, thrice welcome, glorious Prince of Troy / 
How in thy Face, my antient Friend I ſee! 
ANncunists looks, and lives, and ſpeaks in Thee! 205 
Well I recall great PRTIAu's Stately, Port, 

When once he * ght his $ Royal Siſter's Court. 


On 
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On Kann ies Shores, with all his Train; 

And took his Way thro' our Arcadian Plain. 

Then, but a Youth, I gaz d the Strangers o'er, 210 
And much admir'd the Chiefs, their Monarch more; 
But moſt Ancnisss; For, ſupreamly tall, 

Thy graceful Godlike Sire outſhin'd them all. 

Eager I long' d in Friendſhip's facred Bands 

To hold the Chief, and join our plighted Hands, 275 
Led him to PREN REUS antient Walls, careſt 
Th'illuſtrious Prince, and claim'd him for my Gueſt 
On Me, at Parting, Generous he beſtow d 

Two Golden Bridles, that refulgent glow'd, 

(A glorious Preſent by my Son poſſeſt) 220 
With a rich Quiver and embroider'd Veſt. 

The Peace you aſk, we give; our Friendſhip plight, 
And, ſoon as Morn reveals the purple Light, 

With our Confederate Troops, a Martial Train, 

Safe I'll diſmiſs Thee from theſe Walls again. 225 
Now, ſince as Friends you honour our Abode, - 
Aſſiſt, and pay due Offerings to the God. 

With Us purſue the ſolemn Annual Feafts, 

And from this Hour commence our conſtant Gueſts. 
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H faid; the Bowis replac'd in open- View, 230 
The joyful Train the holy Rites renew; 
The hoary King diſpos'd his Gueſts around, 
And plac'd the Trojans on the verdant Ground. 
But for their Prince an ample Couch was ſpread; 
A Lion's Spoils adorn'd the Rural Bed. 235 
Now brought the choſen Youths and Prieſts again 
The ſacred Banquets to the Stranger Train; 
Diſpens d from Caniſters the Bread around, 
And with the foaming Wine the Goblets crown'd : 
The Dardan Prince and every Trojan Gueſt, 240 
Reclin'd at Eaſe, partake the ſolemn Feaſt. 
But when the Rage of craving Hunger fled, 
Thus to the Chief the hoary Monarch faid : 


"Tis not for. Nought we pay theſe Rites divine 
To great ALcipss ever-honour'd Shrine. 245; 
Our Worſhip ſprings from Gratitude ſincere, 

Not heady Zeal, nor ſuperſtitious Fear. 

Nor are our Tribes by blind Devotion aw'd; 

But, fav'd by HERCULES, adore the God. 
For lo! in Air yon' hanging Rock behold! 230 
See Heaps on Heads, on Ruins Ruins roll'd | 


Sec 
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See yon huge Cavern, yawning-wide around ! 
Where ſtill the ſhatter d Mountain ſpreads the Ground. 
That ſpacious Hold, grim Cac us once poſſeſt, 
Tremendous Fiend | half Human, half a Bea! 2 55 
Deep, deep as Hell, the diſmal Dungeon lay, 

Dark and impervious to the Beams of Day.. 

With Copious Slaughter ſmoak'd the purple Floor ; 7 
Pale Heads hung horrid on the lofty Door, | 
| Dreadful to View! and dropp'd with Crimſon Gore. 
The Fiend from VurLcan ſprung; and, like his Sire, 
The mighty Monſter breath'd a Storm of Fire. 

80 fierce he rag d; till Time at length beſtow'd 

The Preſence, Aid and Vengeance of a God. 

For now ALcipss left the Realms of Spain, 265 
Proud of the Spoils of huge GERVON ſlain. 

To theſe fair Shores the bellowing Droves. he led ; 
Along the Banks and flow'ry Vales they fed. 

The Fiend reſolves to bear the Prize away 

By Fraud or Force ; and--meditates the Prey. 270 
Four beauteous Heifers, Four fair Bulls. he took, 
inclos d and lodg'd them in the gloomy Rock; 

But by their Tails the ſtruggling Prey he drew, 

And thought to puzzle the deluded View. 


The 
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The turning Tracks, inverted, where they tread, 275 
Back from the Monſter's darkſom Cavern led. 


Meantime the mighty Drove the Heroe leads 
To freſher Paſture, and untrampled Meads. 
The parting Herds ſpread wide, and roar around 
Fields, Woods and Hills, rebellow to the Sound. 280 
When lo! a Heifer heard her Love complain, 

And roar'd reſponſive from the Cave again; 

From Vault to Vault the Sound in Thunder flew, 

And the detected Fraud appear d in View. 

AL clips ſeiz d his Arms, inflam'd with Ire, 28 5 
Rage in his Looks and all his Soul on Fire. 
Fierce in his Hands the pond'rous Club he ſhook, 
And, mad for Vengeance, mounts th'Atrial Rock. 
Then, firſt appall'd the Monſter we deſcry, 

Death in his Cheek, and Horror in his Eye. 290 
Swift as the Wind, with Terror wing'd, he fled, 

And in the gloomy Cavern phing'd his Head. 

The pond'rous Rock, impenetrably ſtrong, 

On folid Hinges by his Father hung, 

To guard the dreadful Dungeon, down he drew: 295 
The ſhatter d Chains and burſting Barriers flew. 

| Scarce had the Fiend let down th'enormous Weight, 
When fierce the God came thund'ring to the Gate. 


He 
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He gnaſh'd his. Teeth with Rage, the Paſſes try'd, 
And roll'd his eager Eyes on every Side; 2300 
Now here, now there, a fiery Glance he threw, 

And thrice, impetuous, round the Mountain flew ; 
Thrice ſtrove to ftorm the maſly Gates in vain; 

And thrice, o'erſpent, ſate panting on the Plain. 


A pointed Rock behind the Cavern ſtood, 30g 
That to the Left frown'd dreadful o'er the Flood, 
Black, rough, and vaſt ; a Pile of wond'rous. Height, 

A ſolemn Haunt for every Bird of Night, 

This, from the Right, the God incumbent ſhook ;: 
Fierce from the ſolid Baſe he heav'd the Rock. 310- 
Then, puſh'd convulfive with a frightſul Peal, 

The ſmoaking Steep rolls thund'ring down the Vale. 
To the loud Din, Earth, Air and Heav'n reply; 

The Banks ſtart wide; and back the Surges fly. 
Expos'd to Sight the Monſter's Dungeon lay, 31 5 
And the huge Cave flew open to the Day. ON 
So, if the Bolts of Jo VE ſhould burſt the Ground, 
And opening Earth diſcloſe the vaſt Profound, 

The folemn Secrets of the dark Abodes,' | 

Hell's dreadful Regions, dreadful ev'n to Gods; 320 
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Full on the black Abyſs the Beams would play, 

And the pale Ghoſts ftart at the Flaſh of Day: 

As pale (his Dungeon ſtorm'd) with wild Affright, 

Glares the dire Fiend, ſurpriz d in open Light. 

He roars aloud, while, thundring from above, 325 

Full on the Foe the furious Heroe drove | 

With every vengeful Inſtrument in View; 

Whole Trunks of Trees and broken Rocks he threw. 

Now round the Cavern, in Deſpair of Flight, 

Th'egormous Monſter . breathes a ſudden Night; 330 

To blind or blaſt his mighty Foe, expires 

Thick Clouds of Smoke, and all his Father's Fires. 

With that, the vengeful God in Fury grew, 

And Headlong thro' the burning Tempeſt flew. 

Fierce on the Fiend, thro' ſtifling Fumes he came, 335 

Thro' Streams of Smoke and Deluges of Flame 

There, while in vain he breath'd the Fires around, 

His trembling Prize the great ALcipes found; 

Limb lock'd in Limb, from Earth his Feet he rends, 

And on the Ground his monſtrous Bulk extends, 340 

Strangled the ſtruggling Foe with matchleſs Might, 

And from their Caverns tore the Balls of Sight, 
Thus the huge Fiend, exhauſted, breathleſs, tir'd, 

Loud bellowing, in th'Herculean Graſp expir d. 


The 
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The God then burſt. the Gates; and open lie 345 
The Den's vaſt Depths, all Naked to the Sky. 
Th'expanded Caves diſmiſs th impriſon'd Prey, 

From the black darkſom Dungeon to the Day. / 
Forth by the Feet the Crowds the Monſter drew ; 

On his huge Size they . feaſt their eager View; 359 
His ſhaggy Limbs, his dreadful - Eyes admire, 

And gaping I, that breath'd Infernal Fire. 


From that bleſt Hour th Arcadian Tribes beſtow d 
Theſe ſolemn Honours on their Guardian God. 
PoTiTivus firſt, his Gratitude to prove, | 355 
Ador'd ALCIDES in the ſhady Grove; 

And, with the old Pinarian ſacred Line, 

Theſe Altars rais d, and paid the Rites Divine, 

Rites, which our Sons for ever ſhall maintain; E 

And ever Sacred ſhall the Grove remain. 360 
Come then, with Us to great ALcipss pray, 

And crown your Heads, and ſolemnize the Day. 

Invoke our Common God with Hymns Divine, | 

And from the Goblet pour the generous Wine, I 
He faid, and with the Poplar's ſacred Boughs, 365 
Like great ALcipes, binds his hoary Brows; 
Aaa 


Rab'd 
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Rais'd the crown'd Goblet high, in open View: } 
With Him, the Gueſts the holy Rite purſue, 7 
And on the Board the rich Libation threw. | 


No w from before the rifing Shades of Night, 370 
Roll'd down the Steep of Heav'n, the beamy Light. 
Clad in the fleecy Spoils of Sheep, proceed. 

The holy Prieſts; Poririus at their Head. 

With flaming Brands and Offerings, march the Train, 
And bid the hallow'd Altars blaze again; 99 
With Care the copious Viands they diſpoſe; 

And for their Gueſts a ſecond Banquet roſe. 

The Fires curl high; the Sar 11 dance around 

To facred Strains, with. ſhady Poplars crown'd. 

The Quires of old and young, in lofty Lays, 388 


Reſound great HERCULES! Immortal Praiſe. 
How firſt, His Infant Hands the Snakes o' erthrew, 


That Juno ſent; and the dire Monſters flew. 


What mighty Cities next his Arms deſtroy, 


Th” Ozchalian Walls, and ſtately Tow'rs of Troy. 385 
The Thouſand Labours of the Hero's Hands, — 
Enjoin'd by proud EURVYSTHE US! ſtern Commands, 
And Jove's revengeful Queen. Thy matchleſs Might 
Ofercame the Cloud-born Centaurs in the Fight; 


HvLxus 
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HyLtzus, PHoOLUS ſunk beneath thy Feet, | 390 
And the grim Bull, whoſe Rage diſpeopled Crere. 
Beneath thy Arm the IVemearn Monſter fell; 

Thy Arm with Terror fill d the Realms of Hell; 

Ev'n Hell's grim Porter ſhook with dire Diſmay, 
Shrunk back, and trembled o'er his mangled Prey. 395 
No Shapes of Danger could thy Soul affright; 

Not huge TypHotvus, towering to the Fight, 

Nor Lerna's Fiend thy Courage could confound, 

With all her Hundred Heads, that hiſs d around. 
Hail mighty Chief, advanc'd to Heav'n's Abodes ! 40g 
Hail Son of Joys; a God among the Gods 

Be preſent to the Vows, thy Suppliants pay, 

And with a Smile theſe grateful Rites ſurvey. 

Thus they but Cacus' Cavern crowns the Strain, 
Where the grim Monſter breath'd his Flames in vain. 405 
To the glad Song, the Vales, the Woods rebound, 
The lofty Hills reply, and echo to the Sound. 


Tux facred Rites compleat, the numerous Train 
Back to the City bend their Courſe again, 
Trembling with Age, flow moves the Monarch en, 419 


Between the Heroe and his blooming Son. 
A a 2 They 
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They paſs with Name the Remains of Day 

In various Converſe, that beguiles the Way. 

Around, th'illuſtrious Stranger darts his Sight, - 

And views each Place with Wonder 'and Delight: 41 5 
Curious each antient Monument ſurveys, 
And aſks of every Work of Antient Days, 


Half - funk in Ruins, and by Age o ercome 
When thus, the Founder of Majeſtick Nome: 


K Now, Alte Prince, theſe Venerable Woods, 420 

Of old, were haunted by the Sylvan Gods, 
And favage Tribes ; ; a rugged Race, who took 
Their Birth Primæval from the ſtubborn Oak. 
No Laws, no : Manners form'd the barbarous Race; 
But wild, the Natives rovd from Place to Place; 425 
 VUntaught and rough, improvident of Gain, 

They heap'd no Wealth, nor turn'd the fruitful Plain. 
Their Food, the favage Fruits the Foreſts yield, 
Or hunted Game, the Fortune of the Field. 
Till Sar un fled before Victorious Jovs, +: 656 
Driv'n down and baniſh'd from the Realms above. 
He by Juſt Laws embody d all the Train, 5 
Who roam d the Hills, and drew them to the Plain; 
1 There 
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There fixt ; and Latium call'd the New Abode, 

Whoſe friendly: Shores conceal'd the Latent: God. 435 
Theſe Realms in Peace the Monarch long controll'd, 
And bleſt the Nations with an Age of Gold. 

A Second Age ſucceeds, but darker far, 

Dimm'd by the Luſt of Gain, and Rage of War. 


Then the Sicanians and Aufonians came, 440 
And SaTuan's Realm Alternate chang d her Name. 


Succeſſive Tyrants rul'd the Latian Plain; 
Then ſtern, huge Tysx1s held his cruel Reign. 
The mighty Flood that bathes the fruitful Coaſt, 


Receiv'd his Name, and Albula was loſt. 448 


I came the laſt, thro ſtormy Oceans driv'n 
From my own Kingdom by the Hand of Heay'n. 
My Mother Goddeſs and Aror Lo bore 

My Courſe at length to this Auſpicious Shore.. 


Tyrs faid, the Prince the Gate and Altar ſhows, 450 
That to his Parent, great Ca RM EN TA, roſe; - 
Whoſe Voice foretold, the Sons of Troy ſhould crown 
With Everlaſting Fame the riſing Town. - 

Here, Pan, beneath the Rocks thy Temple ſtood; 
There, the renown'd Aſßylum, in the Wood. 455 
: Now 
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Now points the Monarch, where, by vengeful Steel, 

His murder d Gueſt, poor, hapleſi Azevs fell! 

Next, to the Capitol their Courſe they hold, 

Then roof'd with Reeds, but blazing now with Gold. 

Ev'n then her awful Sanctity appear d; 460 

The Swains the Local Majeſty rever d. 

All pale with Sacred Horror, they ſurvey d 

The folemn Mountain and the reverend Shade. 

Some God, the Monarch ſaid, ſome Latent God 

Dwells in that Gloom, and haunts the frowning Wood. 465 

Oft our Arcadians deem, their wondering Eyes 

Have ſeen great Jove, dread Sovereign of the Skies; 

High o'er their Heads, the God his &61s held, 

And blacken'd Heaven with Clouds, and ſhook th'Immortal 

[Shield * 
479 


— 


In Ruins there, two mighty Towns, Behold, 
Rais d by our Sires ; huge Monuments of old ! 

Janus and SarurN's Name they proudly bore, 
Their Two great Founders! — but are now no more! 


T rus they converſt on Works of antient Fame, 
Till to the Monarch's homely Walls they came; 475 
There Oxen ſtalk d, where Palaces are rais d, | 
And bellowing Herds in the proud Forum graz'd, 


Lo! 
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Lo! ſaid the good old King, this poor Abode 

Receiv'd great HERCULES, the Victor God! 

Thou too, as nobly, raiſe thy Soul above 480 

All Pomps, and emulate the Seed of Jove. 

With that the Hero's Hands the Monarch preſt, 

And to the Manſion led his Godlike Gueſt. 

There on a Bear's rough Spoils his Limbs he laid, 

And ſwelling Foliage heap'd the homely Bed. 485 
Now awful Night her ſolemn Darkneſs brings, 

And ſtretches o'er the World her duſky Wings; 

When VENVs, (trembling at the dire Alarms 

Of hoſtile Latium, and her Sons in Arms, ) 

In thoſe Still Moments, thus to V uLcan ſaid, 499 

Reclin'd and leaning on the Golden Bed; 

(Her thrilling Words her melting Conſort move, 

And every Accent fans the Flames of Love ;) 


WuEN cruel Greece and unrelenting Fate 
Conſpir'd to fink in Duſt the Trojan State, 495 
As ILion's Doom was ſeal d, I neer implor d, 
In thoſe long Wars, the Labours of my Lord ; 
Nor urg'd my dear, dear Conſort to impart, 


For a loſt Empire, his Immortal Art; | 
1 Tho' 
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Tho' PRTIA M's Royal Offspring claim d my Care, 500 
Tho much I ſorrow'd for my Godlike Heir. 

Now as the Chief, by Jove's Supreme Command, 

Has reach'd-at length the deſtin'd Latian Land; 

To Thee, my Guardian, Pow'r, for Aid I run ; 

A Goddeſs begs ;'a Mother for a Son. 50 5 
Oh ! guard the Heroe from theſe dire Alarms, 2 
Forge, for the Chief, Impenetrable Arms. 

See; what proud Cities every Hand employ, 

To arm new Hoſts againſt the Sons of Tray; 

On Me and all My People, from afar _ | $10 
See what aſſembled Nations pour to War! 
Yet not in vain her Sorrows THETIS ſhed, 

Nor the fair 4 Partner of TiTHonus' Bed, 

When they implor'd my Lord of . old, to grace 

With Arms Immortal an inferiour Race. e 6g 
Hear then, nor let thy Queen in vain implore | 
The Gift, thoſe Goddeſſes obtain d before. 


Tunis faid ; her Arms, FOR match * Winter Snows, 


Around her unreſolving Lord ſhe throws; 
When lo! more rapid than the Lightning flies, 520 


That gilds with momentary Beams the Skies, 2 Hs 
* AURORA, _ | The 
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The Flames of thrilling Love, without Controul, 

Flew thro' the footy God, and fird his Soul. 

With conſcious Joy her Conqueſt ſhe deſcry'd ; 

When, by her Charms ſubdu d, her Lord reply'd: 525 


Wu all theſe Reaſons urg d, my Mind to move; 
When ſuch your Beauties, and ſo fierce my Love! 
Long fince, at Your Requeſt, my ready. Care, 

In Troy's fam'd Fields, had arm'd your Son for War. 
Nor did the high Decrees of Jov s and Fate 530 
Doom to ſo ſwiſt a Fall the Dardan State; 

But, Ten Years more, old Px1am might enjoy 

Th' Imperial Scepter and the Throne of Toy. 

Vet, if our Queen is bent the War to wage, 

Her ſacred Cauſe ſhall all our Art engage. 535 
The nobleſt Arms our potent Skill can frame, 
With breathing Bellows or the forming Flame, 
Or poliſh'd Steel, refulgent to behold, 

Or mingled Metals, damaſk d o'er with Gold, 
Shall grace the Chief: Thy anxious Fears give oer, 540 
And doubt thy Intereſt in my Love no more. | 


Hz ſpoke; and, fir d with Tranſport by her Charms, 
Claſp'd the fair Goddeſs in his eager Arms; 
E £4 # Bbb . Then 
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Then pleas d, and panting on her Boſom lay, 

Sunk in Repoſe, and all diſſolvd away! 545: 
But” roſe refreſh'd, Impatient, from the Bed, 

When half the filent Hours of Night were fled. 

What time the poor laborious Frugal Dame, 

Who plies the Diſtaff, ſtirs: the dying Flame; 
Employs her Handmaids by the winking Light, 550 
And lengthens out their Taſk with half the Night; 
Thus to her Children the divides the Bread, 

And guards: the Honours of her homely Bed :. 

80 to his Taſk; before the Dawn, retires 

From ſoft Repoſe the Father of the Fires. 555 


Aub th” Heſperian and Sicilian Flood, | 

All black with Smoke, a rocky + Iſland ſtood, f 

The dark Yulcanian Land, the Region of the God. 

Here the grim Cycrors ply, in Vaults profound, 

The huge olian Forge, that thunders round. 560 

Th' Eternal Anvils ring, the Dungeon Oer; 

From Side to Side the fiery Caverns roar. 

Loud groans the Maſs beneath their ponderous "PER 

Fierce burns the Flame, and the full Furnace glows. 

To this dark Region, from the bright Abode, 565 

a a or ee ee ee '! 
+ HII IA. ; : Th' 
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Th' alternate Blows the brawny Brethren deal; 

Thick burſt the Sparkles from the tortur' d Steel. 

Huge Strokes, rough 8TERO ES and BRON TES gave, 

And ſtrong PY RACMO x ſhook the gloomy Cave. 570 

Before their Sovereign came, the CycLoes ſtrove 

With eager Speed, to forge a Bolt for Jovs, 

Such as by Heaven's Almighty Lord are hurl'd, 

All charg'd with Vengeance, on a guilty World. 

Beneath their Hands, tremendous to ſurvey | 575 

Half rough, half form'd, the dreadful Engine lay: 

Three Points of Rain; Three Forks of Hail conſpire; 

Three arm'd with Wind; and Three were barb'd with Fire. 

The Maſs they temper'd with thick Livid Rays, 

Fear, Wrath and Terror, and the Lightning's Blaze. 5 80 

With equal Speed, a Second Train prepare | 

The rapid Chariot for the God of War ; 

The Thund'ring Wheels and Axles, that excite 

The madding Nations to the Rage of Fight. _ 

Some, in a Fringe, the burniſh'd Serpents roll'd 385 

Round the dread ZZgis, bright with Scales of Gold; 

The horrid Agis, great Minzrva's Shield, 

When, in her Wrath, ſhe takes the fatal Field. | 

All charg'd with curling Snakes the Boſs they rais'd, 

And the grim GoxgGon's Head tremendous blaz'd. 590 
| Bbb2 . In 
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In agonizing Pains the Monſter frown'd, 
And roll'd, in Death, her fiery Eyes around, 


 THRow, Throw your Taſks aſide, the Sovereign ſaid; 
Arms for a Godlike Heroe muſt be made. . 
Fly to the Work before the Dawn of Day; 595 
Vour Speed, your Strength, and all your Skill diſplay ! 


swirr as the Word, (his Orders to purſue; 
To the black Labours of the Forge: they: flew; 
Vaſt Heaps of Steel in the deep Furnace. roll'd, _ 
And bubbling Streams of Braſs, and Floods of melted Gold. 


Tun Brethren firſt a glorious Shield prepare, 
Capacious of the whole Rutulian War. 
Some, Orb in Orb, the blazing Buckler frame; 
Some with huge Bellows rouze the roaring Flame : 
Some in the Stream the hiſſing Metals drown'd ; | 
From Vault to Vault the thund'ring Strokes rebound,606 
And the deep Caves rebellow to the Sound. [ 

Exact in Time each ponderous Hammer plays ; > 
In Time their Arms the Giant Brethren raiſe, ' 
And turn the glowing Maſs a Thouſand Ways. 610 
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Tus E Cares employ the Father of the Fires; 
Meantime EvanDer from his Couch retires, 
Call'd by the purple Beams of Morn away, 
And tuneful Birds, that hail'd the dawning Day. 
Firſt the warm Tunic round his Limbs he threw; 615 
Next on his Feet the ſhining Sandals drew. 
Around his Shoulders flow'd the Panther's Hide, 
And the bright. Sword hung glittering at his Side. 
Two mighty Dogs, Domeſtic at his Board, | 
(A faithful Guard,) attend their aged Lord. 620 
The promis d Aid revolving in his Breaſt, 
The careful Monarch ſought his Godlike Gueſt, 
Who with AchArzEs roſe at Dawn of Day, 
And join'd the King and PALLAS on the Way. 
Their friendly Hands.exchang'd, their Seats they took 625 
Amid the Hall.; and farſt EAN DER ſpoke: 


GREAT Prince, the Guardian of the Trojan State! 
Who, ſafe in» Thee, defies the Frowns of Fate; 
Small is our Force, and Slender our Relief; 
Far, far unworthy ſuch a glorious Chief. „„ 2680 :: 
For here, old Ber bounds our Lands; ad there 


The ſtern Rutulians gird our Walls with War; 
| . 
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Yet to our Court kind Fortune led thy Way ; 
For mighty Aids the willing Fates diſplay ; 

By Me whole Nations, in thy Cauſe ally d, 2." Gyr 
Whole Hoſts in Arms ſhall gather to thy Side. 
For near theſe Walls, amid the Tiſcan Lands, 
Seated on Rocks, proud AGyLLINAa ſtands, 
Rais'd by the Lydian Train, Sublime in Air, 
A Martial Race, and terrible in War. 640 
For Ages flouriſh'd this diſtinguiſh'd Town; 
Vaſt was her Wealth, and glorious her Renown ; 
Till ftern MzzenTius made her Sons obey 
His lawleſs Arms, and arbitrary Sway. 
What Tongue can ſuch Barbarities record, 645 
Or paint the Slaughters of his ruthleſs ' Sword? 
Give Him, ye Gods! if Juſtice you regard, 
Give Him, and all his Race, the due Reward ! 
Twas not enough, the Good, the Guiltleſs bled ; 
still worſe; -— He bound the Living to the Dead. 650 
Theſe, Limb to Limb, and Face to Face he join'd, 
Oh! monſtrous Crime of Unexampled Kind |!) 
Till choak'd with Stench the lingering Wretches lay, 
And in the loath'd Embraces dy'd away. 
At length, their Patience tir'd, his Subjects roſe, 635 


Beſiege the Tyrant, and his Walls incloſe, 
. 25 Subdue 
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Subdue his Guards, deſtroy his Friends, and aim 

Full at the Regal Towers the vengeful Flame ; 

While for Defence to TURN Us he withdrew, 

And fafe, thro' all the Cloud of Slaughter, flew. 660 
But arm'd by juſt Revenge, the Tiſcan Band 

To Death the Royal Fugitive demand. 

\At once Etruria fires her Martial Train; 

And all her Sons embattled ſpread the Plain. 

By Me diſpos' d, ſhall march theſe mighty Hoſts 665 
Beneath Thy Conduct, from their Native Coaſts. | 
For now, ev'n now their Fleets have reach'd the Land, 
And the tall Ships are rang'd along the Strand ; 

They wait the Signal, for the Fight prepare ; 

But thus a Sage retards the moving War : 670 
ve choſen Martial Train, the glorious Grace 

And Flower of all our old Mæonian Race: 

Tho, by juſt Rage inſpir d, your Hoſts: are led 

© To pour full Vengeance on your Tyrant's Head, 

© No Latian Chief theſe Armies muſt command ; 675; 
* Chuſe ſome brave General from a foreign Land. 


WIr n that, their Forces ſtop'd in theſe Abodes,. 
Struck with this awful Warning of the Gods. 
1 To 


— 
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To Me, cheir Chief bold Ta Rc H¹Ox ſent, before, 
The Crown, - and every Type of Regal Pow'r ; 680 
Me they requeſt to lead their Armies on, 

Accept the Sway, and fill the vacant Throne. 

But for theſe Silver Hairs tis far too late 

To mix in Battles, or the Cares of State 3 

Vain were the Thought, ſo great a War to wage; 685 
Too rough the Tafk for Unperforming Age: 

My Son had led them, but his Race withſtood ; 

Born half a Native by the Mother's Blood. 

But Thou, great Prince, whoſe Years and Godlike Line 
Stand well approv'd by every Pow'r Divine, 690 
Go Thou; the high Imperial Taſk ſuſtain 5 

Go; To ſure Conqueſt lead the vengeful Train: 

And let my PaiLas by thy Side engage, 

PaLLas, the Joy of my dechning Ape. 
Beneath fo. great a Mafter's forming Care, bad 695 
Let the dear Youth learn every Work of War; 

In every Field thy matchleſs Toils admire, - 79 
And emulate thy Deeds, and catch the glorious Fire 
Beneath his Standard rang d, a choſen Force 

I ſend, two Hundred brave Arcadian Horſe; 700 
And, to ſupport the gathering War, my $0n — 
shall lead an equal Squadron of his own. 


n 
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/ HE ald the Prince and Friend, in Cares profound, 
Long fixt their Eyes with Anguiſh on the Ground, 
Sad, and dejected at the ſhort Supply; „ OC 
Till Vz=nus gave a Signal from the Sky; 
Swift from the opening Heavens, with awful Sound, 
A fudden Splendor broke, and blaz'd around. 
A rolling general Din they heard from far ; | 
And the loud 7yrrhene Trumpets rend the Air. 710 
While thus, amaz d, they gaze with wondering Eyes, 
Peal after Peal runs rattling round the Skies. 
At laſt bright claſhing Arms the Train behold, 
That fluſh the Skies, and fringe the Clouds with Gold. 
But ſoon EN RAS knew the loud Alarm, 715 
The promis d Preſent of Immortal Arms. 
To Me alone, my Royal Friend, he cries, 
This Sign belongs, an Omen from the Skies. 
My Mother promis d theſe Portents in Air, 
On the firſt Opening of the waſtful War. 720 
To Me ſhe brings, theo yon Etherial Road, 
Thoſe glorious Arms, the Labour of a God! 
Oh! what a gathering Storm of Slaughter ſpreads 
On yonder Hoſts, and blackens Oer their Heads! 

| A How 
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How ſhalt Thou, Tunxxus, my full Rage deplore! 72 5 
How ſhall thy Waves, old 7yher, ſmoke with Gore, 
When all thy Streams, incumber'd with the Slain, 

Roll Shields, and Helms, and Heroes to the Main |. 

Now let the perjur'd Train their Arms prepare; 

Since tis their Wiſh, I'll give a Looſe to War! 730 


H E ſaid; and from the Sylvan Throne retires ;; 
Then on AL cipzs' Altars wakes the Fires; 
Glad he returns, the Offering to renew, 
And to the Houſchold Gods the Victims flew.. 
To the fame Rites return, with e fg 
The hoary Monarch and the Youths: of Troy.. 
Then to the Ships. he bends his Courſe again, 
There culls the Flower of all the Warrior T rain, 
To wait him to the Field; the reſt he ſends 
With the glad Tidings to his Son and Friends. 740 
Smooth o'er the Waves tlie painted Veſſels glide, | 
And with the Stream move gently down the Tide. 
Steeds are prepar d to mount the Trojan Train, 
And ſpeed their Progreſs to the Tiſcan Plain. 
But to their Prince' a Courſer was aſſign d, 745 
of matchleſs Spirit and ſuperior Kind. 


The 
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The bounding Steed a Lion's Spoils infold, 

With Paws dependent, ſheath'd in ſhining Gold. 

Thro' the ſmall City flies the loud Report 

Of Troops advancing to the Tiſcan Court. 750 
The ſhrieking Matrons weary Heaven with Prayer; J 
Near and more near they view, in wild Deſpair, | 


The horrid Image of Gigantic War. | J 
The good old Monarch then embrac'd his Son, 
And with a Flood of tender Tears begun: Hy 


Oh! would Almighty Jovs once more renew 
That vigorous Strength of Youth, which once I knew ; 
When, by this Hand, | beneath her rocky Wall, 
PzznesTE ſaw her vanquiſh' d. Armies fall ; 
When, Victor of the Field, and crown d with F ame, 760 
With Piles of hoſtile Shields I fed the Flame, 
And ſent great HzziLus, of matchleſs Might, 
Their Martial Monarch, to the Shades of N icht; 
On whom, deſcended from Celeſtial Blood, 
Three Lives his Goddeſs + Mother had beſtow'd. 765 
Wendrous to tell! the Warrior thrice was ſlain, | 


As oft reviv 'd, and arm'd, and fought again. 


Thrice, tho' renew'd for Fight, the Monarch bled 


And thrice, of all his Arms I ſtripp'd the Dead. 
2 FERONIA. Ccc 2 Such 


LJ His Servants to the Couch their n Lord . 
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Such were I now not all theſe dire Alarms, 770 

Dangers, or Deaths, ſhould tear me from thy Arms: 

Nor had MszzenT1vus thus his Slaughters ſpread, 

Thus heap'd with Wrongs thy Father's aged Head; 

Nor thus unpuniſh'd ftretch'd his Rage abhorr'& 

Oer Towns, diſpeopled by his waſtful Sword. 775 

But hear, Ye Gods! and Heaven's great Ruler, hear, 

With due Regard, a King's and Father's Pray'r 4 b 
My dear, dear PALLAS if the Fates ordain C 
Safe to return, and bleſs theſe Eyes again: 3 
With Age, Pain, Sickneſs, this One Bleſling give; 780 
On this Condition Tll endure to live. 

But oh if Fortune has decreed his Doom, 

Now, now, by Death, prevent my Woes to come; 
Now, while my Hopes and Fears uncertain flow; 

Now, ere ſhe lifts her Hand to ſtrike the Blow ; 785 
While in theſe feeble Arms I ſtrain the Boy, 

My fole Delight, my laſt furviving Joy! 

Ere the the fad News of his untimely Doom 

Muſt bow this hoary Head with Sorrow to the Tombl 
With theſe laſt Words he ſwoon'd, and ſunk away: 790 


Now thro” the opening Gates the Warrior ride, 
Enzas firſt, ACHATES by his Side. 5 
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The Trojan Chiefs ſucceed : amid the Train 

Young PaLLAas towers, conſpicious o'er the Plain. 795 
All bright his Military Purple flowd; 

His poliſh'd Arms with Golden Splendors glow'd. 

So, bath'd in Ocean, with a vivid Ray 

Flames the refulgent Star, that leads the Day: 

Wide thro' the Sky, before the Sacred Light, 800 
Break, and diſperſe the ſcattering Shades of Night. 
High on the Battlements the Mothers ſtand, 

And, from the Towers, ſurvey the Martial Band. 
Thro' the thick Woods, embody'd in Array, 

The glittering Squadrons take the neareſt Way. 80 5 
Loud Shouts ariſe; the thun dering Courſers bound 
Thro' Clouds of Duſt, and paw the trembling Ground. 


A mighty Grove, rever'd for A ges, ſtood 

Where Czre views with Pride her rolling Flood: 

Hills clad with Firr, to guard the hallow'd Bound, 8 Io 

Roſe in the Majeſty of Darkneſs round. 

In Times of old, the pious Argive Train, 

The firſt Poſſeſſors of the Latian Plain, 

To the great + Guardian of the F ields, had aides 

For ever Sacred, the devoted Shade, | 81 2 
L 


And, on his folemn Day, war Annual A Rr 
+ SYLVANUS, oe: 


382 VIRGIUs &NEID. Book VIII. 
Not far from hence the Tiſcan Hoſt diſpread 

Their mighty Camp, with TARCHON at their Head. 
From the tall towering Point in full Survey, 

Stretch'd o'er the Vale, th'embattled Army lay. 820 
Hither EN EAS, with his Band, ſucceeds; 

The Train refreſh'd releaſe the panting Steeds. 


ME ANTIME his beauteous Mother, from on high, 
Had brought the blazing Preſent down the Sky. 
By the cool Stream the Heroe ſhe ſurvey d 1 5 
Within the winding Vale, and thus ſhe ſaid: 


BEHOL D the promis d Arms; in every Part 
By Vurcan labourd with Immortal Art. 
Now dare thy Foes, collected in thy Might, 
Now call the haughty Tuznus to the Fight. 830 
Then the fair Queen her joyful Son embrac'd, 

And, by an Oak, the radiant Burthen plac'd. 

The wondering Chief with ſudden Rapture glow'd, 
Struck with the glorious Labours of the God. 

Aſtoniſh'd at the blazing Arms he ſtands, 835 
And, one by one, he pois d em in his Hands. 
The Sword, with Death all pointed, he admires, 
And the proud Helm, that ſhoots a Length of Fires. 


The 
\ 
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The mighty Corſlet caſt a vivid Ray; 
With Scales of Braſs and ſanguine Colours gay; 840 
And, like a flaming Cloud, refulgent ſhone, 

Pierc'd with the glancing Glories of the Sun. 

The poliſh'd Greaves his manly Thighs infold, 

With mingled Metals wrought and ductile Gold. 

With Joy the weighty Spear the Prince | beheld ; 845: 
But moſt admir'd the huge Myſterious Shield; 
For there had Vurcan, ſkill'd in Times to come, 
Diſplay' d the Triumphs of Immortal Rome; 

There all the Julian Line the God had wrought, 
And charg d the Gold with Battles yet unfought. 8 50 
Here in a verdant Cave, delightful Shade! 

The foſtering Wolf and Martial + Twins were laid; 
Th' Indulgent Mother, half reclin'd along, | 
While at her Dugs the ſportive Infants hung, > 
Look'd fondly back, and form'd 'em with her Tongue. 85 7 | 
Next Rome appear'd : here ſhriek the Sabine Dames, 
Surpriz d, and raviſh'd at her folemn Games. 

In Arms. the Cures with their King appear, . 

And wage with Infant Rome a ſudden War. 

At length agreed, from Fight the Monarchs ceaſe, 860 
And, at the Shrine of JovE, conclude the Peace. 


, 


Each 


+ Romuitvus and Remus. 


* 
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Fach King beſide the bleeding Victim ſtands, 

With lifted Eyes, a Goblet in his Hands. 

Here the mad Courſers flew the Foreſt o'er, 

And, Limb from Limb, the perjur d Mz Trus tore. 865 
As vengeful TuLLus drags him thro' the Wood, 

The ſculptur'd Trees are all bedrop'd with Blood. 


HERE proud PoRSENNA, with his Martial Train, 
Bids Rome receive her -baniſh'd t King again. 
Her Noble Sons, ſurrounded with Alarms, 1:1 $90. 
Fly, in the Cauſe of Liberty, to Arms. 
While glorious CocrEs all his Hoſt withſtood, 
And CLotrL1a broke her Chains, and ſwam the Flood, 
With furious Looks, tremendous to behold, _ 
The threatning Monarch frown'd, and ſtorm'd in Gold, 875 
Trrxe, for the Capitol, brave MANL ius ſtrove, 
Fought like a God, and look d a Second Joys. 
There ſtood thy Palace, Rouvbus, (decreed _ 
The Seat of Empire,) roof'd with homely Reed, 
Here fled the Silver. Gooſe thro Courts of Gold, $880 
And, cackling loud, th'approaching Gauls foretold. 
Thro' the thick Foreſt move the hoſtile Pow rs, 
And, favour d by the Night, invade the Tow'rs. | 
— | 3 Re e FR And 


| t TaxkQUINIUS SUPERBUS, 
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Fair Golden Treſſes grace the comely Train, 

And every Warrior wears a Golden Chain. 885 
Embroider'd Veſts their ſnowy Limbs infold ; 
And their rich Robes are all adorn'd with Gold. 
Two Alpine Spears with martial Pride they wield, 
And guard their Bodies with an ample Shield. 

The Salii next in ſolemn Garbs advance; 390 
And naked here the gay Luperci dance. 

The Pledge of future Empire from the Sky, | 
The Sacred Targe ſtrikes dazzling on the Eye. 
In ſtately Cars the pious Matrons rode, 7 1 67 
Who ſav'd their Country and appeas'd the God. 895 


FAR hence remov d, appear the Realms below, 
The horrid Manſions of Eternal Woe; 
Where howl the Damn'd; where CATALINE in Chains 


Roars from the dark Abyſs, in endleſs Pains; 
Sees the grim Furies all around him ſpread, 909 


And the black Rock ſtill trembling o'er his Head. 
Butin a ſeparate Space the Juſt remain ; 
And awful CA ro rules the Godlike Train. 


FULL in the Midft, Majeſtically roll'd | 
The folemn Ocean, wrought in figur d Gold: 905 
Dd d But 


— — — — 5 
— — — — 4 


$86 VIRGILs ANEID. Book VIII. 


But hoary Waves curl high on every Side; 
And filver Dolphins cut the Sable Tide. 


Au 1D the Flood, Two Navies roſe to Sight 
With Beaks of Braſs; th' Immortal Actian Fight! 
All charg'd with War the boiling Billows roll'd, 910 
And the vaſt Ocean flam'd with Arms of Gold. 
Here leads Divine Auo us rus, thro* the Floods, 
The Sons of Rome, her Fathers and her Gods : 
From his high Stern the martial Scene ſurveys, 
While ſtreaming Splendors round his Temples blaze; 91 5 
His ſparkling Eyes a keener Glory ſhed, | 
Than his great Father's Star, that glitters o'er his Head- 


NzxT, with kind Gales, the Care of every God, 
ARI rA leads his Squadron thro' the Flood. 
A Naval Crown adorns the Warrior's Brows, | 920 
And fierce he pours amid th' embattled Foes. 


Ta REI brings proud AN TrOoN V his various Bands 
From diſtant Nations, and from barbarous Lands. 
Diſpeopled Ever fills the watry Plain, 

And the whole Eaftern World oer ſpreads the Main. 92 5 
N But 
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But O! -- the Curſe of Nome, the Shame of War, 
His f Pharian Conſort follows in the Rear | 


Rus#' the fierce Fleets to Fight | Beneath their Oars 
And claſhing Beaks, the foaming Ocean roars! 
All big with War the floating Caſtles ride, 930 
In Bulk Enormous, o'er the yielding Tide; 
The frothy Surge like moving Mountains ſweep ; 
Or Ifles unrooted, rolling round the Deep. — 
Spears, Darts and Flames fly furious o'er the Main ; 
The Fields of NAT Tung take 4 crimſon Stain. 945 
The beauteous Queen, amidſt the dire Alarms, 
With her loud Timbrels calls her Hoſts to Arms, | 
Flies to the Fight, nor heeds the Snakes, that wait 
And hifs behind, dread Miniſters of Fate! 
Againſt great NR TUR R, in his Strength array d, 940 
And beauteous Venus, and the blue-ey d Maid, 
Engage the Dog Anu»1s, on the Floods, 
And the lewd Herd of Agyp/s Monſter Gods. 
In poliſh'd Steel, conſpicuous from afar, | 
Amid the Tumult ſtorms the God of War. 945 
Her Robes all rent, with many an ample Stride, _ 
Grim Disc onD ftalk'd, Triumphant, oer the Tide. 
0 CLunoratrka Ddd2 Next 
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| Next, with her bloody Scourge B81 LoNA flies, 
And leads, in fatal Pomp, the Furies of the Skies. 


MAN T1Ms, enthron'd on Afium's towering Height, 9 50 
The God of Day furveys the raging Fight, 

And bends his twanging Bow. With ſudden Dread, 

At the dire Signal, all Arabia fled : 

At once retire, in wild Confuſion hurl' & 

Egypt, and all th' aſſembled Eaſtern World. 955 ; 

Amid the Slaughters of the Fight was ſeen, 

Pale with the Fears of Death, the Pharian Queen ; 

Aghaſt, ſhe calls the kind propitious Gales 

To ſpeed her Flight ; ; and ſpreads her Silken Sails. 

The God diſplay'd her Figure, full in View, 960 
As o'er the Floods with Yeftern Winds ſhe flew. 
While ſunk in Grief, the mighty Mile bemoans 
The Shame and Slaughter of his vanquiſh'd Sons. 

He ſaw the Rout ; his Mantle he unroll d, 

spread forth his Robes, and open d every Fold, 965 
Expanded wide his Arms, with timely Care, 

And in his kind Embrace receiv'd the flying War. 


| Now: moves great Caran ll his Foes oe rcome, ) 
With Three proud T rinaghe thro' Imperial Rome; 


Lis 1 
* 
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And pays Immortal Offerings to the Skies: 970 
Behold at once Three Hundred Temples riſel - 7 
The Streets reſound with Shouts and ſolemn Games; 
And to the Temples thron g the Roman Dames 

With ardent Ptay'rs: High Altars riſe around; 

And with the Blood of Victims ſmokes the Ground. 9 75 
He fits enthron'd in Pfox Us Parian Fane; 

In Ranks before him paſs the vanquiſh'd Train, 

While he accepts the Gifts that crown his Toils, 

And hangs on high the conſecrated Spoils. 

Before the Victor move the mighty Fhrongs, 980 
With different Habits and diſcordant Tongues. 

Here paſs, diſtinguiſh'd by the God of Fire, 

The Sons of Afric in their looſe Attire ; 

The Carians march; the bold Mumidians ride; 

The Gelons ſhine with Quivers at their Side. 985 
Here croud the Daæ; and the Nations, there, 

From Earth's laſt Ends aſſembled to the War. 

Here with diminiſh'd Pride Euphrates mourns; 

There the maim'd Rhine: bemoans his broken Horns: 
And fierce. Araxes, Bridg d of old in vain, 990 
Now bends, Submiſlive, to the Roman Chain. 


Suden 
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sven was the glorious Gift; in every Part 
By Vulcan finiſh'd with Immortal Art: 
(The Forms unknown, that grac'd its ample Field ; ) 
The Prince with Joy ſurveys the ſtory d Shield; 
Aloft he bears the Triumphs yet to come, 
The Fortunes of his Race, the Fates 28 Rome. 997 


—— 


. The End of the Bighth Bock. 
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k * to fire lis Ships- 
(which are transformed into Sea-Nymphs,) an ofa his — 4 
The Trojans, reduced ta the I Extremities, fred Niſus and Euryalus 20 
recall Rneas, which furniſhes the Poet with that admirable Ep lade 
of their Friendſhip, Generqity, and the Coueluſon of their Auventures. 
In the Morniug Turnus puſhes the Siege with Vigour ; and, hegri 

that the Trojans had opened @ Gate, he runs thither, and j vie. 4 


Turnus takes. Advantage of Anecas's 


into the Town with the Enemies he purſues. The Gates are imme- 
diately cloſed upon him, and he fights bis Way thro' the Town to 
the River Tyber.. He ts forced at laſt to leap (arm d. as be is) into 


the River, and ſuims ta bis Camps 
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| [Skies 
The Goddeſs of the Bow to Tuzxxvus flies, | 
Where, cover'd with the Shade, he made Abode 5 
In his old Grandſire's conſecrated Wood; | 


There 


= 
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There, as at Eaſe reclin d the Godlike Man, 
Her roſy Lips ſhe open d, and — 


To RNUs, this kind NEON Hour beſtows 
What ſcarce a God could promiſe to thy Vows : 10 
For lo | the Trojan Chief has parted hence, 
And for new Succours courts th. Arcadian Prince. 
Thence to the Tiſcan Coaſts his Courſe he bends, 
And leaves expos'd his Walls, his Fleets, and Friends. 
Now, while the Lydiant in his Cauſe unit, 15 
And the raw Peaſants gather to the Fight; 
Call, call the fiery Courſers and the Car; 
F ly—Storm. his Camp---and give a Looſe to War. 
This faid ; with levell'd Wings ſhe mounts on high, 
And cuts a Wow Rainbow in the Sky. 20 


| * knew the Fair; his lifted Hands he e 

And with theſe Words purſu d her as the fled: _, 

Bright beauteous Goddeſs of the Various BoW, 285 27 

What Power diſpatch d Thee to the World below. . * 

What Splendors open to my dazled Eyes! 2 0 1 

What Floods of Glory burſt from all the Skies! 

And lo! the Heavens Divine, the Planets roll! 

* ſhine the _ Stars, and gil the glowing Pale | 
Call'd 
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Call'd by theſe" Omens to the Field of Blood, 
I follow to the War the great Inſpiring God 30 


393 


RaeTuR'd he ſaid, and ſought the limpid Tide, 
Where gurgling Streams in ſilver Currents glide; 
There cleans d his Hands; then raiſing high in Air, 
To Every God addreſt his ardent Prayer. 


Aus now, all gay and glorious to behold, _ 35 
Rich in embroider'd Veſts and Arms of Gold, < 
On Sprightly prancing Steeds, the martial Train 

Spread wide their Ranks o'er all th' Embattled Plain. 
The Van with great Mz$s4rvus at their Head; 

The deepening Rear the Sons of TrRRHEUS led. 40 
Brave Tuznus flames in Arms, ſupremely tall, 
Towers in the Center, and outſhines them All. 

Silent they march beneath their Godlike Guide; 
So mighty GAN Es leads, with awful Pride, Fe 
In Seven large Streams his ſwelling Solemn Tide; 45 
So NILE, compos'd within his Banks again, 

Moves in flow on Rs: to the Main. 


Troy aw from far the ackthing Cloud . 
Then from the Ramparts Height Cali cus cries: 
Ee e | See, 
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See, See, my Friends, yon. duſky martial Train, 
Involy'd in Clouds and fweeping o 'er the Plain. 
To Arms— The Foes advance—Your Swords prepare; 


Fly---Mount the Ramparts, and repell the War. 


30 


Wir n Shouts they run; they gather at the Call; 
They cloſe the Gates; they mount; they guard the Wall. 5 5 
For ſo th'experienc'd Prince had charg'd the Hoſt, 
When late he parted for the Tiſear Coaſt, 

Whate'er: beſell, their Ardor to reftrain, 

Truſt to their Walls, nor tempt the open Plain. 

There, tho with Shame and Wrath their Boſoms glow, 60 
Shut in their Towers, they wait th'embattled Foe. 

But mighty Tux N us rode with rapid Speed, 

And furious ſpurr'd his dappled Zhracian Steed; 

Eager before the tardy Squadrons flew 

To reach the Walls; and ſoon appear'd in View, 63 
(With twice ten noble Warriors cloſe behind ;) | 
His Crimſon Creſt ſtream'd dreadful in the Wind. 
Who firſt, he cry d, with Me the Foe will dare? 
Then hurl'd a Dart, the Signal of the War. 
Loud ſhout his Train; deep Wonder ſeiz d them All, 70 
To ſee the Trojans ſkulk behind their Wall ; 


Safe 
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Safe in their Towets their Forces they beſtow, 
Nor take the Field, nor meet th'approaching Foe. 


Now furious Tuznvus, thundering round the Plain 
Tries every Poſt and Paſs, but tries in vain. 7 ; 
As, beat by Tempeſts and by Famine bold, 

The prowling Wolf attempts the nightly Fold ; 
Lodg'd in the Guarded Field beneath their Dams, 

Safe from the Savage bleat the tender Lambs; 

The Monſter meditates the fleecy Brood ; pn 80 
Now howls with Hunger, and now thirſts for Blood ; 
Roams round the Fences that the Prize contain, 
And madly rages at the Flock in vain: 

Thus, as th' embattled Towers the Chief deſcries, 
Rage fires his Soul, and flaſhes from his Eyes : 95 
Nor Entrance can he find, nor force the Train 
From the Cloſe Trench to Combate on the Plain. 

But to their Fleet he bends his furious Way, 

That, cover'd by the Floods and Ramparts, lay 

Beſide the Camp—He calls for burning Brands, 90 
And rais d a Pine all-flaming in his Hands. 

His great | Example the bold Troop inſpires ; 

They rob the Hearths ; they hurl the miſſiye Fires; 
Ece2 The 
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The blackening Smokes in curling Volumes riſe, 

With hovering Clouds of Cinders, to the Skies. : 95 
O Say, Ye Muſes, what Celeſtial Power 
Preſerv'd the Navy in that dreadful Hour, 

And ftopp'd the Progreſs of the furious Flame? 

The Tale is Old, yet of Immortal Fame 


Tu Trojan Chief, prepar d to ſtem the Tide, 100 
Had built his Fleet beneath the Hills of Ia ; 
When thus to Jovs, in Heaven's Supreme Abodes, 
Spoke the Majeſtick Mother of the Gods; 

Hear, and our Firſt Requeſt, my Son, accord, 

The Firſt, fince Heaven has own'd you for her Lord. 105 
To our great Name, and honour'd by our Love, | 
On lofty Ida towers a Stately Grove; 

Tall Firrs and Maples there for Years have ſtood, 
And -waving Pines, a Venerable Wood! ? 
To. build his Navy, I beftow'd with Joy 110 
The hallow'd Foreſt on the Chief of Troy: 
Now anxious Fears diſturb my Soul with Care; 
But thou, my Son, indulge a Mother's Prayer, | 
Bid. Seas and Tempeſts {pare the Ships Divine; 
Be this their : Safety, that they once were Mine. x7 5 


Tuus 
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Tnuus She And thus replies her Son, who rolls 
The golden Planets round the ſpangled Poles: 
What would our Mother's raſh Requeſt intend ? 
To turn the Fates from their determin'd End? 
How | an Immortal State would you demand 120 
For Veſſels labour d by a Mortal Hand ? 
And ſhall the Chief in Certain Safety ride; 
O'er Rocks, o'er Gulfs, and o'er th' uncertain Tide 
A Power ſo high we never yet beſtow'd; T2 WV 
No- tis a Power too boundleſs for a Godt © 125 
But this we grant When, all his Labours o'er, * 
The Trojan Prince ſhall reach the Latian Shore, 
Whatever Ships the friendly Strand ſhall gain, 
Sav'd from the Storms and the devouring Main, 
| Know, we will take the Mortal Form from Theſe; r 3 

Each Ship ſhall launch, a Goddeſs of the Seas; 
And with her Siſter NRREI DS ſhall divide 
The Silver Waves, and bound: along the Tide. 


TEISs ſaid; the Eord of Thunders ftal'd the: Vow 


Then gave the Sanction of th' Imperial Nod ;. 
The Heavens all ſhook, and. fled before the God!“ |} 


* hen (wondrous!) riſe in Female Forms again: 


Now was the Hour arriv d, th appointed Date, 


Fixt by the high Eternal Laws of Fat, 140 


When the great Mother of the Thunderer came 
To guard her Sacred Veſſels from the Flame. 


FIS v from the glowing Orient they deſcry 
A blazing Cloud that ftretch'd from Sky to Sky; 
The. golden Splendors doubly gild the Day, 145 
And high in Air the tinkling Cymbals play. 
At length, with Wonder and Religious Fear, 
A deep Majeſtic Voice the liſt ning Nations hear: 


ForBE ar, Forbear, Ye Sons of Troy, nor lend 
Your needleſs Aid, our Veſſels to defend. 150 
The proud Nurulian ſhall with greater Eaſe | 


Burn to their Beds profound the watry Seas; 


Launch You, My Ships; be Nx REIDs of the Floods; 
80 wills the mighty Mother of the Gods! 


 SwieT as the Word, the Sacred Ships obey, 155 
From their looſe Anchors break, and bound away, 
Like ſportive Dolphins plunge beneath the Main, 
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So many Nymphs launch ſwiftly from the Shore, 


As rode tall Gallies in the Port before. 160 
The fierce Rutulians ſhook with wild Aﬀright, | I% 
Ev'n brave MzssaArus trembled at the Sight, 


Nor could he rule his Steeds, nor check their rapid Flight. J 
Old murmuring Bber ſhrunk with ſudden Dread, 
And to his Source the hoary Father fled. | 165 
All, but the Valiant Daunian Heroe, ſhook, | 
Who rais'd their drooping Souls, while thus he fpoke : K 
Theſe Omens threat our Foes, (O glorious Day 5 

Lol Jovs has ſnatch'd their laſt Relief away! 

Lol from our dreaded Arms their Ships retire, 170 
And vaniſh fwift before our vengeful Fire; 
To Troy, impriſon'd in yon' narrow Coaſt, 
The watry Half of all the Globe is loſt. 
Their Flight, the Seas and hoſtile Armies bar; 
The Land is Ours ; and Italy from far 175 
Pours forth her Sons, by Nations, to the War. 
Her favouring Oracles let I10N boaſt; 

On TuxNnus all thoſe empty Vaunts are loft. 
To ſcape the Seas, and reach the Latian Land, 
Was All, their Fates or Venus could demand. 18090 
My Fates now take their Turn; and 'tis in Mine, 

For my loſt Spouſe, to cruſh the perjur'd Line. 


Like 
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Like brave ATriDEs, T' redeem the Dame, 


The fame the Cauſe, and my Revenge the ſame. | 
Will Troy then venture on a Rape once more, 135 


Who paid fs dear] y for the Crime before? 
Sure, they have long ago the Thought declin'd, 
Forſworn the Sex, and curſt the coſtly Kind | 
Fools! will they truſt yon feeble Wall and Gate, 
That flight Partition betwixt Them and Fate, 190 
Who not long ſince beheld their Troy renown'd, 
Their God-built Troy, lie ſmoaking on the Ground ? 
Fly then, my Friends, and let us force the Foe ; 
Seize, ſtorm the Camp, and lay their Ramparts low. 
Nor want we, Oer theſe Daſtards to prevail, 195 
Arms forg d by Vyrcax, and a Thouſand Sail, 
Though, to ſupport their deſperate Cauſe, ſhould ; Join 
Arxcapia's Sons with all the Tuſcan Line: 

Nor need the Wretches fear, with vain Affright, 
The Sacred Thefts or Murders of the Night, 200 
A robb'd Palladium, and an ambuſh'd Force 

Lodg'd in the Caverns of a monſtrous Horſe. 

A Conqueſt in the Dark my Soul diſclaims; 
No---let us gird by Day their Walls with Flames. 
Soon ſhall they find no Argive Hoſt appears, 205 
W hom H cron baffled ten reyolving Years. 


Now 


IS 
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Now go, my valiant F riends, and paſs away 

In due Repaſt the ſmall Remains of Day, 

But riſe, riſe early with the dawning Light, 

Freſh from Repoſe, and Vigorous for the Fight. 2210 


MzANTIME it falls to great MzssAPus' Care, 

The Ramparts to ſurround with Fire and War. 

Twice Seven Nutulian Leaders head the Bands; 

A Hundred Spears each Valiant Chief commands : 
Proudly they march, in Gold and Purple gay, 415 
And Crimſon Creſts on every Helmet play. | 
They watch, they reſt by Turns; and, ſtretch'd Supine 
On the green Carpet, quaff the generous Wine. 

The Fires gleam round and ſhoot a ruddy Light 3 

In Plays and Pleaſures, paſt the jovial Night. 220 


Tunis Scene the Trojans from their Trenches view; 
All ſeiz d their Arms, and to their Ramparts flew ; 

In wild Affright to guard the Gates they pour, 

Join Bridge to Bridge with Speed, and Tower to Tower, 
Thus while th' endanger d Bulwarks they maintain, 225 


MxzsTHEus and brave SERESTus fire the Train. 

If Aught befell, the Conduct of the War.) 

(The Prince had left to their experienc'd Care, 

1 Ff f Now 
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Now all the 86ldiers to their Poſts were flown, | 
And in their Turns, Succeſſive, guard the Town. 230 


TEE Valiant Nisvs took his Lot, to wait 

Before the Portal, and defend the Gate. 

From aas Native Woods the Warrior came, 

Skill'd with the Dart to pierce the flying Game : 

With Him Evxyatus, who match'd in Arms 235 

Troy's braveſt Youths, and far excell'd in Charms; 

80 Young, the ſpringing Down but juſt began 
Io ſhade his blooming Cheeks, and promiſe Man. 

Theſe Boys in Sacred Friendſhip were ally'd, 

And Join'd in martial Labours, Side by Side ; 240 

In every Danger, every Glory ſhar'd; 

And Both alike were * on the Guard. 


"Wis Heaven _ Nis us firſt,) this Warmth beſtow'd? 
Heaven? or a Thought that prompts me like a God ? 
This glorious Warmth, my Friend, that breaks my Reſt? 245 
Some high Exploit lies throbbing at my Breaſt. 

My glowing Mind, what generous" Ardors raiſe, 
And et' ny founting Spirits on à Blaze! 
Sec the looſe” Diſcipline of yonder Train; 


The Lights, grown thin, ſcaree glimmer from the Plain: 2 50 
e a The 
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The Guards in Slumber and Debauch are drown'd A 
And mark |---a General Silence reigns around: 


Then take my Thought; the People, Fathers, All, 
Join in one Wiſh, our Leader to recall, 


Now, wou'd they give to Thee the Prize I claim, 225 


(For I cou'd reſt contented with the Fame) 
An eaſy Road, methinks, I can ſurvey 
Beneath yon” Summit to direct my Way. 


THE brave EuryaLlus with martial Pride, 
Fir'd with the Charms of Glory, thus reply'd : 260 


AN D will my Nisus then his Friend diſclaim ? 
Deny'd his Share of Danger and of Fame? 
And can thy dear EuxyaLus expoſe 
Thy Life, Alone, Unguarded to the Foes? 
Not ſo my Father taught his generous Boy, 265 
Born, train d and ſeaſon'd in the Wars of Troy. 
And, where the great EN EAS led the Way, 
1 brav'd all Dangers of the Land and Sea. 
Thou too canſt witneſs that my Worth is tryd ; 
We march'd, We fought, We conquer'd Side. by Side. 270 
Like Thine, This Boſom glows with martial Flame, 


Burns with a Scorn of Life, and Love of Fame, 
Fitz. 


And 


1 
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And "thittes, if Eidlek Glory em be ſotnght = 
On ſuch Low Tevitts, the Prize + SHheaply bought. 


Lr no ſuch-jetllotis Fxars alarm thy Breuſt, 275 
Thy Worth and Velour Rand to All 'confeft, 
But let the Dunger fall, Me eries) dn Me ; 


For this Exploit, I durſt not think on Ter! 


No : —as I hope the 'bleft Etherial Train 
May bring Me Glorious to thy Arms again! 280 
But ſhould the Gods detty me to fucceed, 


Should I--(which 'Heav'n avert!) but ſhould I bleed; 


Live Thou ;-—in Death ſome Pleaſure That will give; 
Live for thy Nrsvs' Sake; I charge Thee, Live. 

Thy blooming Vouth a longer Term demands; 285 
Live, to redeem my "Corſe from hoſtile Hands; 


And decent to the ſilent Grave commend. 
The poor Remains of Him who was thy Friend : 
Or raiſe at leaſt, by kind Remembrance led, 


A Vacant Tomb in Honour of the Dead. 290 
Why ſhould I cauſe thy Mother's Soul to know 

Such ' Heart-felt Pangs? Unutterable Woe 

Th y dear fond Mother, who, for Love of Thee, 

Dar'd every Danger of the Land and Sea 4 


— 
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She left Acksrzs' Walls, and She alone, 295 
To follow Thee, her Only, Darling Son! 


Ix vain, he cry d, my Courage You reſtrain; 
My Soul's on Fire, and You but plead in vain. 
 Haſt&--let us go-he faid--and rais'd the Guard; 
By turns their vacant Poſts the Centries ſhar d. 300 
With eager Speed the generous Warriors went, 
Inflam'd with Glory, to the Royal Tent. 


Ix Silence huſh'd the whole Creation lay, 
And loſt in Sleep the Labours of the Day. 
Not ſo the Chiefs of Ilion, who debate 305 
In Solemn Council on th' endanger d State SJ 
Propp'd on their Spears, their Bucklers in their Hand, ” 
Amid the Camp the hoary Fathers ſtand, 
And vote an inſtant Meſſage may be fent 
To their great Chief, their Ruin to prevent. 310 
The Friends now beg Admiſſion of the Court, 
The Buſineſs arduous, and of high Import. 
The Prince commands Them to inform the Train > 


And firſt bade NIsus ſpeak, who thus began : 


ATTEND 
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ATTEND, nor judge, Ye venerable Peers! 15 315 
Our bold Adventure by our tender Years. 
As yonder Bands in Sleep and Wine are drown'd, 
We, by kind Chance, a ſecret Path have found, 
Cloſe by the Gate, that near the Ocean lies; 
Their Fires are thinn'd, and Clouds of Smoke ariſe. 320 
If You permit, ſince fair Occaſion calls, 
Safe can We pierce to great EvanDiR's Walls. 
Soon ſhall our mighty Chief appear again, 
Adorn'd with Spoils, and ſtriding o'er the Slain, 
Lord of the Field; nor can we miſs the Road, 325 
But know the various Windings of the Flood ; 
For, as we hunt, we ſee the Turrets riſe, by 
Peep o'er the Vales, and dance before our Eyes. 


Trex thus ALET HES, an illuſtrious Sage, | 
Renown'd for Wiſdom, and rever d for Age: 330 
Ev'n yet, Ye Guardian Gods, Your Powers Divine 
Will ſpare the Relicks of the Trojan Line, 

Since You the Boſoms of our Youths inſpire 
With ſuch high Courage, ſuch determin'd Fire. 
Then in his Arms the Boys by Turns he took 335 


With Tears of Joy; and, panting, thus beſpoke : P 
| O 
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Oh! what Rewards, brave Youths, can be decreed, 
What Honours, Equal to ſo great a Deed ? 

The Beſt and Faireſt, all th' applauding Sky, 

And your own Conſcious Virtue ſhall ſupply ; 340 
The next, our great Ang as will beſtow, 

And Young Ascanivs riper Years {ball owe. 
Whatever Boon ſuch Merit can receive, 

The Friend, the Monarch, and the Man will give. 


AnD I, brave N1isus! cries the Royal Boy, 345 
Swear by the Sacred Guardian Powers of Troy, 
My Hopes, my Fortunes are repos d in You ; 
Go then, your generous Enterprize purſue. 
Oh ! to theſe longing Eyes my Sire reſtore ; 
From that bleſt Hour my Sorrows are no more. 350 
Two Silver Bowls, whoſe ample Margins ſhine, 
All rais'd with coſtly Sculpture, ſhall be Thine ; 
The fame my conquering Father brought away, 
When low in Duſt the fair AR ISB A lay: 
Two glittering Tripods, beauteous to behold, 355 
And Two large Talents of the pureſt Gold: 
With Theſe a Goblet, which the Queen of Tyre 
Beſtow'd in Carthage on my Royal Sue. 

And, 
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And, when theſe vanquiſh'd Kingdoms are our own, 
When my great Father mounts the Latian Throne; 360 
When our : Victorious Hoſts by Lot ſhall ſhare 

The rich Rewards, and glorious Spoils of War ; 
But late thou ſaw'ſt, when Tuzxnus took the Field, 
His prancing Courſer, Helm and golden Shield ; 

That Courſer, Shield and Helm, of Skill Divine, 365 

Exempt from Lot, brave N1sus, ſhall be Thine. 

My Sire will give Twelve Captives with their Arms; 

Yet more Twelve Females of diſtinguiſh'd Charms; 

And, to compleat the Whole, the wide Domain 

Of the great Latian Lord, a boundleſs Plain. 370 
But Thee, dear Vouth, not yet to Manhood grown, 

Whoſe Vears but juſt advance before my own, 

No Fortune henceforth from my Soul ſhall part, 

Still at my Side, and ever at my Heart, 

My Dangers, Glories, Counſels, Thoughts to ſhare; 375 
My Friend in Peace, my Brother in the War | 


| 


— 


AlL, All my Life, replies the Youth, ſhall aim, 

Like this one Hour, at Everlaſting Fame. 

Tho Fortune only our Attempt can bleſs, 

Yet ſtill our Courage ſhall deſerye Succeſs. 380 
But 
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But One Reward I aſk, before 1 go, 

The greateſt I can aſk, or You beſtow. 

My Mother, tender, pious, fond and good, 

Sprung, like thy. own, from PRIA's Royal Blood. 
Such was her Love, ſhe left her Native Troy, 385 
And fair TRIXACR IA, for her Darling Boy; 

And ſuch is Mine, that I muſt keep unknown 

From Her, the Danger of ſo Dear a Son: 


To ſpare her Anguiſh, lo! J quit the Place 
Without One parting Kiſs, One laſt Embrace | 390 
By Night, and that reſpected Hand I ſwear, 
Her melting Tears are more then I can bear! 
For Her, good Prince, Your Pity I implore ; 
Support Her, Childleſs, and relieve Her, Poor; 
Oh! let her, let her find (when I am gone,) 


| 395 
In You, a Friend, a Guardian and a Son |! 
With that dear Hope, embolden'd ſhall I go, 
Braye every Danger, and defy the Foe. 
 Crarm'd with his Virtue, all the Trojan Peers, 
But above All, AscAnius melts in Tears, 400 


To ſee the Sorrows of a duteous Son, 
And Filial Love; a Love ſo like his o.] n. 


$22 | 


410 
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* i promiſe All, Heroick Youth ! he ſaid, 
That to ſuch matchleſs Valour can be paid; 
To Me, thy Mother ftill ſhall be the fame 
Canniisa was, and only want the Name, 


Let Fortune, good or ill Succeſs, decree 
* is Merit, fare, to bear a Son like Thee! 


Now by my Head, my Father's Oath, I vow, 
Whate'er Rewards I purpoſe to beſtow, 410 
When ſafe return d, on Thee, the Same ſhall grace 
Thy Mother, and thy whole Surviving Race. 


80 poke the Prince; and, weeping at the Word, 
= | Gave to the pious Youth his coſtly Sword: 

The Sword with wondrous Art Lycaon made; 415 
An Ivory Scabbard ſheath'd the ſhining Blade. 

To Nisvs, MxssTHtus gave a Lion's Hide; 

And a new Helm Ar:zTwzs' Care ſupply'd. 

Thus arm d, they quit the Tent ; th' Aſſembly: waits, 
With high Applauſe, their Progreſs to the Gates. 420 
Mature in. Wiſdom, far above his Years, 

The fair Iül ius in the Train appears, 

And ſends his Father many an ardent Prayer; 
All loſt in Wind, and. ſcatter d wide in Air ! 


Now 


a 
— 
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No w, favour'd by the Shade, the Warriors go, 425 
Paſs the deep Trenches, and invade the Foe. 

But, ere their dangerous Enterprize is O er, 

With what large Slaughter ſhall they bathe the Shore ! 
Immers'd in Wine and Sleep, lie, ſtretch'd around, 
The careleſs Soldiers on the verdant Ground, 430 
Amidſt a Pile of Traces, Wheels and Reins, 

And empty Cars, incumbring all the Plains. 

Here lie the ſcatter d Arms; the Goblets there; 

A mad Confuſion of Debauch and War. 


Now, Now, cries Nis us firſt, thy Courage call, 435 
The Place, the Hour, my Friend, demands it All. 
Here lies our Road; while I the Paſſage find, 
Stay thou, and cautious watch the Foe behind. 
From Side to Side, whole Squadrons will I lay, 
Thro' Death and Horrors opening wide thy Way. 440 


Wirn that, the Vouth in Silence drew his Swor d, 
And ſtabb'd proud Ryamunts, a diſtinguiſh'd Lord ; 
In every deep Prophetic. Art approv'd, 

A King and Augur, and by Tuzxus lov'd. 


Ggg2 On 
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On the proud Couch in Slumbers deep he lay, 445 
And, labouring, ſlept the full Debauch away. 
The Fate of Others he had ſtill foreſhown, 

But fail'd, Unhappy ! to prevent his Own. 


TN on the Squire of Ruzmvs fierce he flew; 
And, as they ſlept, his three Attendants ſlew ; 4.50 
The Driver next; and cut his Neck in twain, 

As, midſt the Steeds, he ſlumber'd on the Plain; 

Laſt on their Lord employ'd the deadly Steel; 

Swift flew the Head; and mutter'd as it felt. 

The purple Blood diftains the Couch around ; 455 
The weltering Trunk lies beating on the Ground. 

Next Lauyzus and Laus meet their Doom: 
SzRRANUS laſt, in all his ſprightly Bloom; 

By the large Draught o erpower d, outſtretch'd he lay, 1 
Full half the Night already ſpent in Play; 4680 
Far happier had it been, if lengthen'd to the Day. 


Tus oer th' unguarded Fence, by Hunger bold, 
Springs the grim Lion, and invades the Fold. 

All dreadful, growling in the Midnight Hours, 

The trembling Flock, he murders and devours; 465 
| While 
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While wrapt in Silence lies the fleecy Brood, 
The Savage rages in a Foam of Blood. 


Nos with leſs Rage Euxyartus employ'd 


The deadly Sword; but namelefs Crowds deſtroy d. 


HzzBzsus, Fa pus, as they ſlept, he goar d; 470 
But wakeful Razsus ſaw the ſlaughtering Sword: 
Behind a Goblet he retir'd in vain ; 

For as the F oe, detected, roſe again, | 

The furious Youth, with all his Force impreſt, 1 
Plung'd the whole Sword, deep buried in his Breaſt. 47; 
With blended Wine and Blood, the Ground was dy dꝰ 
The purple Soul came floating in the Tide. 


S o vents the Youth his Vengeance on his Foes, 
And ſcatters Death and Slaughter, as he goes. 


Now when to brave Mzs8arus Tents they came, 480 


The Fires juſt glimmer'd with a quivering Flame. 


The Train lie ſcatter'd, while the Steeds, unbound, 
Expatiate wide, and graze the verdant Ground. 
Then Nisus warn'd him; for he ſaw the Boy 


| Too fierce for Blood, too eager to deſtroy. 485 


Enough of Death our Swords have hew'd the Way 
We ſtand detected by the dawning Day. 


Trey 
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Tazy part; and leave, in Piles confus'dly roll d, 
Bright Arms, Embroider'd Robes, and Bowls of Gold. 
But yet the fond EuRVAL Us would ſtay, 490 
Reſolv' d to ſeize one rich diſtinguiſh'd Prey; 

The Shining Trappings Rx amunzs Courſers bore, 
And the broad Golden Belt the Monarch wore. 

Of old, to RxMutus was ſent the Prize 

By CzD1rcus, the Pledge of Social Ties; 495 
Which with his Grandſon at his Death remain'd, 

And laſt by War the fierce Rutulians gain d. 

This Belt he bore, exulting, from the Plain, 

And in gay Triumph wore, but wore in vain! 

Next with Mzssarus Helm, his Brows he ſpread, 500 
Adorn'd with Plumes, that nodded o'er his Head. 
Then, fluſh'd with Slaughter and the glorious Prey, 
They quit the Camp, and ſeck a ſafer Way. 


MzaNnTIME, the Daunian Heroe to ſupport, 
Advanc'd a Legion from the Latian Court; 505 
Three Hundred Horſe, while ſlow the Foot ſucceed, 

Fly ſwift before, with Vols ENS at their Head. 

Now to 'the Camp the Warriors bend their Way, 

And, on the left, the hapleſs Youths ſurvey. 


EuRyYaAaLUS 
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Evayalus bright Helm the Pair betray'd, 510 
On which the Moon in all her Glory play d. 

Tis not for Nought, thoſe Youths appear; Declare } 
| (Cries the ſtern General) Who; and Whence you are; 
And Whither bound ; and Wherefore arm'd for War? | 
Nought they reply, but took their ſudden Flight 51 5 
To the thick Foreſts, and the Shades of Night. 

But the fierce Warriors ſpurr'd their Steeds, and ſtood: 
All round, to guard the Openings of the Wood: 
O'er-grown. and wild, the darkſom Foreſt lay, 

And Trees and Brakes perplex'd the Winding Way. 520 


Hither, incumber'd with his Gawdy Prize, | 
Diſtreſt Euxyarus for Shelter flies, 
But miſt the Turnings, in his wild Surprize.. H 


Not ſo, Swift Nisus, who the Foes declin'd, 
Nor knew th' endanger'd' Boy was left behind; 525 
Beyond the once-fam'd' Alban Fields he fled,. 

Where the fleet Courſers of LaTinus fed. 

There: ſtood the mournful Youth; and, from the Plain, 
Caſt a long Look, to find his Friend, in vain! 

Where is EuryaLus, my only Joy? 530 
Where ſhall 1 find (he cry'd) the hapleſs Boy? 
Then he retrac d his former Steps, and trod, 
Once more, the winding Mazes of the Wood. 


The 
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The trampling Steeds and Warriors pour behind, 

And the loud Cries come thick in every Wind. 535 
Here, while he paus'd, a general Shout he heard; 
And lo! his loy'd EuxvALus appear'd, 

Surrounded by the Foe : the gloomy Night, 

And pathleſs Thickets intercept his Flight. 

With joyful Clamours croud the hoſtile Train 540 
Around the Captive, who reſiſts in vain. _ 
What can his Friend attempt, what Means employ, 
What Arms, what Succours to redeem the Boy ? 

Or thro th embattled Squadrons ſhall he fly, 

And, over power d by Numbers, Nobly die? 545 
Then on the Moon he caſt a mournful rank, 

And in his Hand the pointed Jayelin ſhook : 

Great Guardian Goddeſs of the Woods! (he cries,) 
Pride of the Stars, and Empreſs of the Skies! "ON 
If cer with Gifts my Father hung thy Shrine _ 550 
For his dear Son, and ſought thy Power Divine, 


Or I increas'd. them with my Sy/van Toils, 
And grac'd thy Sacred Roof with Savage Spoils ; 
Direct my Lance, nor let it fly in vain, 

But, wing'd with Death, diſperſe the hoſtile Train: 555 
This faid ; with all his Strength the Spear he threw ; 
Swift thro' the parting Shade. the Weapon flew. 


In 
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In SuLMo's Back the Point all-quivering ſtood, 

And pierc'd his Heart, but left the broken Wood. 

He pour'd a purple Flood, as prone he lay; 560 
While in thick Sobs he gaſp'd his Soul away. 

The Crowds gaze round; when lo! a Second flies, 
Fierce, as the Firſt, and ſings along the Skies. 

Thro Tacus' Temples, 'o'er the ſhrinking Train, 
It flew, and ſunk deep buried in the Brain. 565 
Now, mad for Vengeance, Vol sczns ſtorm'd, nor found 
The daring Author of the diſtant Wound; 

But Thy curſt Blood ſhall pay for Both, he ſaid ; 

Then ruſh'd Impetuous with the flaming Blade 

Againſt the trembling Boy—With wild Afright, 570 
All-pale, confus d, diſtracted at the Sight, 

From his cloſe Covert Nisus ruſh'd in View, 

And ſent his Voice before him as he : 

Me, Me, to Me Alone, your Rage confine ; 
Here ſheath your Javelins ; All the Guilt was Mine. 57 5 
By yon' bright Stars, by each Immortal God, 

His Hands, His Thoughts, are Innocent of Blood! 
Nor could, nor durſt the Boy the Deed intend ; 1 
His Only Crime (and oh! can That offend ?) | 


Was too much Love to his Unhappy Friend! 580 
& - | a_ 
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In vain he ſpoke, for ah! the Sword, addreft | 
With ruthleſs Rage, had pierc'd his lovely Breaſt, 
With Blood his Snowy Limbs are purpled o'er, 
And, pale in Death, he welters in his Gore. 
As a gay Flow, with blooming Beauties crown'd, 58 5 
Cut by the Share, lies languid on the Ground ; 

Or ſome tall Poppy, that o'er-charg'd with Rain 
Bends the faint Head, and finks upon the Plain; 

So Fair, fo languiſhingly Sweet he lies, . 
His Head declin'd and droqping, as be dies 590 


Now midſt the Foe, diftrafied Nus us flew; 
Vorscens, and Him Alone, he keeps in View. 
The gathering "Train the furious Youth ſurround ; 
Dart follows Dart, and Wound fucceeds to Wound ; 
All, All, unfelt; he ſeeks their guilty Lord; 595 
In fiery Circles flies his thundering Sword; 

Nor ceas d, but found at length the diſtant Way; 
And, buried in his Mouth, the Faulchion hy. 
Thus, cover'd Ger with Wounds on every Bide, 
Brave Nis us flew the Murtherer as he dy d; 600 
Ihen, on the Dear Euxvarvs his Breaſt, > 2117 
Sunk down, und lumber'd 4n Eternal Reſt. 


Hair 


Book IX. VIRGIL's "SB D. 419 


HaiL kinks Pair | 1 Fame Our Verſe can give, 
From Age to Age, Your Memory ſhall live; 5 \ | 


Long as th' Imperial Capitol fhall ftand, 60; 
Or Rome's Majeſtic Lord the Conquer d World command! . 


Tux Victors firſt divide the gawdy - Prey; 
Then to the Camp their breathleſs Chief convey; 

There too à Scene of General Grief appears; 
There, Crowds of ſlaughter d Princes claim their Tears. 6 10 
Stretch d o'er the Plain their hapleſs Friends they found, 
Some, pale in Death, Some, gaſping on the Ground, 
With Copious Slaughter all the Field was dy'd, 

And Streams of Gore run thick on every Side. 

All knew' the Belt and Helm Divinely-wrought; 615 
But mourn the precious Prize, ſo dearly bought. _ 


Now, dappled Streaks. of Light, Aux oA ſhed, 
And ruddy roſe from TITHox's Saffron Bed: - _ 
Then chearful P;on RH Us, with his Golden Ry, | 
Pour'd o'er the Opening World a Flood of * 6 20 | 
When furious Tuxnus: gave the loud Alarms; 1 
Firſt arm'd, Himſelf ; then call'd the Hoſt to Arme | 
The Chiefs their Soldiers to the Field excite, | 
Inflame their Rage, and lead them to the F ight. 

Hhh 2 | | On 
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On pointed Spears, a dreadful Sight ! they bore 625 
The Heads of Both the hapleſs Youths, before; 

With barbarous Joy ſurvey the bloody Prize, 

And ſhout, and follow with Triumphant Cries. 


Tun Trojans, on the Left, ſuſtain the Fight 

From their high Walls; the River guards the Right. 630 
They line the Trenches, and the Towers maintain 
Thick on the Ramparts ſtand the penſive Train, 

And know the Heads too well, tho cover'd o'er 
With Sanguine Stains, and all-deform'd with | Gore. 


Now to the Mother's Ears the News had fled,635 
Her Son, her Dear Euxvalus was dead : 
The Vital Warmth her trembling Limbs forſook, 
She dropp'd the Shuttle, and with Horror ſhook; 
With Hair diſhevell'd from the Walls ſhe flies, 
And rends the Air with Agonizing ' Cries, 640 
Breaks thro' the foremoſt Troops in wild Deſpair, 
Nor heeds the Darts, or Dangers of the War. 


AND is it thus, the Comfort of my Years, 
Thus, Thus, my Dear Euxvalus appears? 
28 : MB F714 | X And 
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And couldſt thou fly, my Child, to certain Harms? 645 
To Death ? Oh cruel! from thy Mother's Arms? 

So fond a Mother ?--nor thy Purpoſe tell? 

Nor let me take my laſt, my ſad Farewel? 

A Prey to Dogs, alas! thy Body lies, 

And every Fowl that wings the Latian Skies! 650 
Nor did thy Mother cloſe thy Eyes in Death, 
Compoſe thy Limbs, nor catch thy parting Breath; 
Nor bathe thy gaping Wounds, nor cleanſe the Gore, 
Nor throw the rich Embroider'd Mantle oer; 
The Work that charm'd the Cares of Age away, 655 
My Taſk all Night ; my Labour all the Day ; 

The Robe I wove, (thy Abſence to fuſtain,) 

For Thee, my Child ;—-but wove, alas! in vain. 
Where ſhall I find Thee now? what Land contains 
Thy mangled Members, and thy dear Remains? 660 
How on thy Face theſe longing Eyes I fed! 

Ah! how Unlike the Living is the Dead ! FORT 7 
For That, o'er Lands and Oceans have I gone? | 
Is That, the Sole fad Relick of my Son ? "EY 
That bloody Ball !---no more !---Ye Foes of Troy, 665 
Come All, a poor - abandon'd Wretch deſtroy ; 
Here, Here, Direct, in Pity, every Dart, 

Plant every Javelin in this breaking Heart : | 
| Or 
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Or with thy Bolts, O Jove! donclude my Woe, 
„ to the Sliades below. 670 
Strike-and TI bleſs the Stroke, that ſets me free; 
Tis Eaſe, tis Mercy to a Wreteh like Me! 


Hex loud Complaints the melting Trojans hear, 
Sigh back her Sighs; and anſwer Tear for Tear. 
Their Courage flackens ; and the frantic Dame 675 
Wich her wild Anguiſh damps the martial Flame. 

But young Ascantvs, while his Sorrows flow, 

And his full Eyes indulge the Guſh of Woe, 

With great IL ro 2s, commands the Train, 

Wan the Matron to her Tent _ 22 1, £4.94 14d 


Now the ſhrill Trumpet's dreadful Voice from far, 
With piercing Clangors, animates the War. 

The Troops ruſh on; the deafning Clitnours riſe, 
And the long Shouts run echoing round the Skies. 
Strait, in a 1 Shell, their Shields the olſeians threw; 685 
And the cloſe Cohorts march, Conceal'd from View, 
To fill the Trenches which the Camp - ſurround, 

And tug th' aſpiring Bulwarks' to the Ground. 
Where thinly rang'd appear the opening Pow'rs, 

They fix their- ſealing Engines in the Tow. 690 


1 SuBTER T 8STUDINE. From 
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From far the Trojans miſſive Weapons throw, 

And with tough Poles repell the riſing Foe; 

Thus wont, of old, tir advancing G#eeks to dare, 

And guard the Ramparts in their Ten Years War. 
Long, with huge pointed Stones, they ſtrove in vain, 69 5 
To burſt the Covering of the hoſtile Train. 
Yet ſtill the Bands maintain the Fight, below 
The brazen Concave, and defy the Foe. 

At length the Trojans, with a mighty Shock, 
Roll'd down a ponderous Fragment of a Rock; 908 
Full where the thick-embodied Squadron ſpreads, 5 
Th' enormous Maſs came thundering on their Heads, 
Broke thro the ſhining Arch, and .cruſh'd the Train; 
And with a Length of Slaughter ſmoak d the Plain. 

In this blind Fight no more the Foes engage, 996 
But with their Darts a diſtant Combate wage. 


Tazzt with a blazing Pine MzzENTITus came, 
And teſt within the Works the dreadful Flame; 
Tremendous Chief While bold Mass 42 us calls 
To ſcale the Towers; and thunders at the Walls. 710 


Ys Sacred Nine, Inſpire me to xeoord | 
What Numbers fell by Toxzxvus' ſlaughtering Sword: 
What 


424 VIRGILVs &NEID. Book IX. 
What Foes each Heroe plung'd to Hell, Declare, 
Each Death Diſplay, and Open all the War! 
Thoſe mighty Deeds which You alone can know, 745 
Repeat, Ye Muſes! to the World below. 


Ful or the Walls a Turret roſe on high, 
Stage above Stage, unrivall'd, to the Sky. 

This Fort to gain, the Latians bend their Care, | 
Point their full Strength, their whole collected War. 720 
Vaſt Fragments from above the Tr9jans throw, 

And through the Walls their Javelins gaul the Foe. 

A blazing Torch the mighty Tux us flung ; 

Cloſe to the Sides the flaming Miſchief hung; 

Then, thundering thro' the Planks, in Fury grew, 725 
Swell'd in the Wind, and round the Structure flew. 
With headlong Speed th'impriſon'd Troops retire, 
Throng'd in huge Heaps, before the ſpreading Fire. 
While on one Side their Weight incumbent lay, 

The Beams all burſt, the crackling Walls give Way, 730 
The ponderous Pile comes tumbling to the Ground, 
And all Olympus trembled at the Sound. 

With the proud Structure fall the Trojan Train, 
Wrap'd in the ſmoaky Ruins, to the Plain. 


Their 


Boox'IX. VIRGILs ZNEID. 425 
Their Souls cruſh'd out, the Warriors bury'd le; 735 
Or on the Points of their own Lances die. 

gad from the General Fate but Two remain, 

And ah! thoſe hapleſs Two were fav'd in vain! 
Unbleſt HzeL.zxNor, moſt advanc'd in Years, 

At once encompaſt by the Foe appears; 740 
Him to the Lydian King, his beauteous Slave 
LyciMNIa bore; unfortunately Brave. 

Tho' born of ſervile Blood, the generous Boy 
In Arms forbidden ſought the Wars of Troy. 
With Glory fir d he took the dangerous Field; 745 
Light was his Sword; and unadorn'd his Shield. 

At firſt with wild Surprize the Youth deſcry'd 

The gathering Latian Troops on every Side; 

Then, (bent on Death) where thick the Javelins riſe, 
Fierce on the cloſe-embattled War he flies. 750 
So the Stern Savage, whom the Train ſurrounds 

Of Shouting Hunters, Steeds, and Opening Hounds, 

On Death determin'd, and deyoid of Fears, 

Springs forth Undaunted on a Grove of Spears. 


Bur ſwifter Lycus urg' d TH Er Way, 7 0 55 


Tho“ Javelins hiſs, and Swords around him play ; 
I 11 Flies 


426 VIRGIL%® ZNEID. Book IX. 
Flies to the Walls and Battlements again, 

Leaps high, and reaches at his Friends in vain. 

For cloſe behind the furious Tv N us flew; 

Fool ! couldſt thou hope to ſcape when I purſue, 760 
Tho' ſwifter than the Wind, (aloud he cries ;) ; 

Then by the Foot he ſeiz d his trembling Prize; 
And, as he hung aloft in dire Diſmay, 

Tugg'd him with half the Shatter d Wall away. 

So Jovs's Imperial Bird, chro Fields ef Air, 765 
Snatches the ſnowy Swan or quivering Hare : 

So the grim prowling Wolf, amidſt her Play, 

Leaps on the Lamb, and rends the tender Frey; 
Wild roams the bleating Mother round the Plain, 

Seeks, and laments her flaughter d Child in vain. 770 


Now with loud Shouts they rend the tortur'd Air, 
Fill the deep Trench, and lay the Bulwarks bare. 
Some load with hoſtile Fires their vengeful Hands, 
And at the Turrets toſs the blazing Brands. 

As to the Gates the bold Loczrius came, 775 
Tower'd in the Front, and ſhook the waving Flame; 
The great ILiow zus with Vigor 'threw 

A Rocky Fragment, and the Warrier flew. _ 
| Young 
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Young L TOR s Certain Spear EM ATH oN ſped; 
AsvLas Shaft laid CHO RTNAÆ vs dead. 780 
OxTyYG1vs bleeds by Canzus' fatal Steel, 

But by great TURN Hand the Victor fell; 
Cronius with Him, and Dito xteyevs falls, 

And hapleſs ID As, while he guards the Walls. 
SAGA the next, with PxoMuLus was ſlain; 785 
And Cars ſtretch'd Pzrvexnus on the Plain; 
Firſt ſlightly wounded by THREMTLLA's Dart; 
(The Shield thrown by) to mitigate the Smart 

His Hand the Warrior to the Wound apply d; 

Swift flew the Second Dart, and nail'd it to his Side, 790 
It's fatal Courſe thro' all his Vitals held ; 

And the pale Corſe lay beating on the Field. 


AL 1-bright in Arms, the Son of AR NS ſtood, 
Bred in the Grove of Mars the Warrior God; 
From where PaLIcus loaded Altars flame, 705 
In Gold and Purple gay, the blooming Heroe came. 
MzzENnTIUs mark'd him, as he tower'd on high, 
Then ſeiz'd a Sling, and laid the Javelin by; 

Thrice whirl'd around, the whiſtling Bullet threw ; 
The glowing Metal melted as it flew; 800 
Iii 2 | Thro 
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Thro Both his Temples cut its dreadful Way ; 
And, roll'd in Duſt, the beauteous Warrior lay. 


Tax firſt in Fight the young Ascantivs bore 
His Bo-; employ'd on Beaſts alone before. 
His vengeful Shafts a Royal Victim found, 805 
And ftretch'd the bold Nux ANUS on the Ground. 
Not long before the hau cho Chief had led 
Brave Tuxxus Siſter to his Bridal Bed : 
Now, of his high Alliance vain ' and proud, 
He ftalks before the Troops, and vaunts aloud : 810 


Warar Shame, Ye Phrygians,Ye twice-vanquiſh'd. Train, 
To lie beleagur'd in your Walls again F 
All-pale and trembling, in yon' Towers to wait! 
That riſe, Ye Cowards, between You and Fate | 
Brave Chiefs! bold Heroes Thoſe |--who. come ſo far 815 
To gain their Brides by. Violence and War! 
From Troy what God, what Madneſs call'd you oer, 
To fall and periſh on a foreign Shore ? 


Far other Foes than Arkzus' Sons appear; 

No crafty talking Irnacus is Here. 820 
We plunge our Infants in the hardening Streams, 

And ſeaſon in the F roſt their tender Limbs, 
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Our Boys the Foreſt range, and lead the Courſe, 

Bend the tough Bow, and break the prancing Horſe. 
Long Thirſt, long Hunger, our bold Youths can bear, 825 
Plow, fight, or ſhake embattled Towns with War. 

We live in Steel; in Arms our Hinds appear ; 

And the turn'd Javelin goads the labouring Steer. 

Nor flags our vigorous Warmth, by Years declin'd ; 
Still flames the noble Ardor of the Mind. N ooo 
Ev'n the grave Sire the martial Heat avows, 
And covers with the Caſque his hoary Brows. 

All, All, engag'd alike in warlike Toils, 

Subſiſt on Rapine, and divide the Spoils. 

While You, the Fugitives, the Dregs of Troy, £ 35 
Your Hours in Pleafures and the Dance employ : 
Warm Purple Robes defend (Ye Daſtard Bands!) 

Your heartleſs Breaſts and unperforming Hands. 

Your- Female Souls the Manly Form difgrace- - 
Hence then, Ye Women, to your Native Place- 840 
Hence--to your Phrygian Dindymus Away [- 
With Eunuchs there on Pipes and Timbrels play! 
Go--The great Mother's Rites attend you there-- 

But leave to Men, the Buſineſs of the War: 


Favs while he ſpoke in ſcornful Strains, no more 845 
The young Ascanivs the proud Boaſter bore. 
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He fits an Arrow to the well-ſtrung Bow, 

But. firſt to Joys addreſt his Solemm Vow .-: 

My bold. Attempt, Almighty Sire, Succeed; 

A Milk-white Heifer at thy Shrine ſhall bleed; 830 
Majeſtic ſhall he ſtalk, and paw the Ground, 

Puſh with his gilded Horns, and ſpurn the Sands around, 


H x faid--and, to the Left, the Sire on high 

Roll'd the big Thunder thro' an Azure Sky ; 

At once his twanging Bow Ascaxius drew, 855 
And, hiſſing fierce, the feather d Arrow flew ;. 

Nor flew the winged wrathful Shaft in vain, 

But pierc'd his Head, and ſtung him to the Brain, 

' Gol-and once more a valiant Race defy ! 

Thus the twice-vanquiſh'd Phrygians, Thus reply. 860 
No more he faid ;-loud Shouts and Clamours riſe ; 
And Tranſport lifts the Trojans to the Skies. 


Hion on a Cloud, Enthron'd in open Air, 
AroLLo fate, and thence ſurvey'd the War. 
Then to the conquering Royal Boy he cries: 865 
Riſe, Glorious Youth ; in Valour ever riſe ; 
Riſe: thus in Time to Heaven's Supreme Abodes, 
The Son, and Father of a Race of Gods! 
= Who 
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Who, great in Arms, victorious by their Swords, 
Shall rule Mankind, the World's Majeſtic Lords! 
Go—mount from Fame to Fame, Auſpicious Boy; 
Proceed, and Scorn the narrow Bounds of Troy | 


Hz ſaid; then down th' Etherial Road he flies 
With rapid Speed, and cleaves the liquid Skies ; 
Aſſumes old BuTzs' Figure and Attire, 
Ancuises long-try'd Friend and faithful Squire 
In Fields of old; and now the Chief of Troy 
Had truſted to His Care the Royal Boy. 7 
Like this Sage Guardian to the Youth he came; 
His Voice, his Viſage, and his Arms the ſame. 


TEN to the Victor Boy aloud he ries; 
Enough young Warrior---Let it now ſuffice, 
That unreveng'd the great Num Ax us dies: 
Aro Lo, pleas'd thy firſt Attempts to crown, 
Gives to thy Bow the Glories of his own: 
Now tempt no more the Dangers of the War, 
Too daring Youth--He ſaid; and paſt in Air, 
Paſt in a Moment from his wandering Eye; 
And the looſe Shape diſſolv d into the Sky. 


870 


875 


880 
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The founding Shafts the Leaders heard, o'er-aw'd 890 
With the loud Quiver ; and confeſt the God; 

Then urge the fiery Youth, no more to dare, 

Since great AroLLo's Voice forbade the War. 


Wairs, prodigal of Life, to Fight they fly, 
All nobly fixt, to Conquer or to Die; 895 
Stones, Spears and Javelins from the Works they flung; 
From Tower to Tower the Shouts and Clamours rung ; 
Helms claſh with Helms, the rattling Shields reſound, 
Thick fly the Darts, and cover all the Ground, 
While loud the Battle roars, and thunders all around : goo | 
Thick, as from Weſtern Clouds, all-charg'd with Rain, 
Pours the black Storm, and ſmoaks along the Plain; 
Thick as the gather'd Hail, Tempeſtuous, flies 
O'er the wide Main, and. rattles down the Skies, 
When all the frowning Heavens are blacken'd o'er; 905 
When Jove diſcharges all his wrathful Store, 
And, deep from every Cloud, the burſting Thunders roar! | 
PanDd'rUs and BTTIAS at the Portal ftood, 
Two Giant Brethren, born in IDa's Wood; 
From great AL CAN OR and HIER A ſprung, 910 
The Champions roſe, Conſpicuous o'er the Throng. 
hy . Theſe 
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Theſe mighty Champions, of prodigious Frame, 
Tower'd like the Groves and Mountains whence they came. 


Their Prince, when parting for the Tuſcan State, 
Appointed Them the Guardians of the Gate. 915 
Proud of their Strength, the daring Heroes throw 

Th' enormous Folds wide-open to the Foe. 

Within, all-bright in Arms, on either Hand 

Before the Towers the haughty Warriors ſtand: _ 

On their bright Helms ſate Horror plum'd ; on high 920 
Their nodding Creſts float dreadful in the Sky. 
So where the Fields fair + Athefis divides, 

Or Po tumultuous rolls his ſwel ling Tides, 

With Heads Unſhorn, Two mighty Oaks appear, 
Wave to the Winds, and nod Sublime in Air! 925 


v6 


SooN as the Foes an open Entrance {py, 

The War breaks in; but ſoon their Leaders fly, 

Repell'd by Hoſts; or in the Portal die. 

QUuERCENS, Equicolus all-bright in Steel, , 
H MON and daring TMarus fled, or fell. 930 
To dire Extreams the riſing Rage proceeds, 

The Slaughter ſwells, and the fierce Battle bleeds. 

No more impriſon'd in their Walls they wait; 

All Troy at once came pouring to the Gate : 

+ The River Adige. Kkk Now 
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Now, fluſh'd: with Blood, in bold Excurſion far 93+ 
Ruſh the ſtern Bands and mix in cloſer War. 


Bor in a diſtant Quarter long engag d, 
Amidſt the Foes the Daunian Heroe rag d. 
When to the Prince a Meſſenger relates, 
That Troy had open'd wide her maſſy Gates; 940 
And, Heaps on Heaps, the late-impriſon'd Train 

Broke forth, and ftretch'd the Slaughter o'er the Plain. 
This heard, with Fury ſparkling in his Eyes, 

Fierce to engage the Giant Chiefs he flies. 

Firſt, by his Lace, AnTierraTzs lay Dead, 48 
SarPEDON's Offspring by a Theban Bed; 

The whizzing Lance, with all his Force addreſt, 
Transfixt the Foe, and panted in his Breaſt: 

Warm'd in the Lungs the heaving Javelin ſtood ; 

| Wide-gapes the Wound, and pours a purple Flood. 950 
Now ER TIMAxTRHUs, now brave MzRors fell; 

Then ſunk Arnvonxus to the Shades of Hell. 

Next, while he threats Revenge with fiery Eyes, 
Beneath the Chief the mighty BiTias dies; 

No vulgar Lance the valiant Victor toſt, 955 
(In that huge Bulk a vulgar Lance were loſt) 


A ftrong, vaſt, weighty Spear, the Heroe threw, 

A Spear that roar'd like Thunder as it flew. 

Not two Bull-hides, within the Buckler roll'd, 

Nor double ponderous Plates, and Scales of Gold, 960 
Th' impetuous Weapon, wing d with Death, could ſtay, 
But ſtretch d in Duſt the Giant Warrior lay: 
As the huge Champion falls, the Fields reſound, 

And his broad Buckler thunders on the Ground. 

So from the Baian Mole, whoſe Structures riſe 965 
High o'er the Flood, a maſſy Fragment flies; 

The rapid rolling Pile all-headlong ſweeps, 

With one vaſt Length of Ruin to the Deeps ; 

Thick boil the Billows ; and, on every Side, 

Work the dark Sands, and blacken all the Tide. 970 
The trembling Shores of Prochyta reſound, | 

And burning Arime ſhakes wide around, 

(The Maſs, by Jovs, o'er huge Tyeaozus ſpread ; 

The Giant hears the Peal; and, ſeiz'd with Dread, 

Starts, turns, and bellows on his Fiery Bed ! 97 «| 


Now Maxs Himſelf inſpires the Latian Band, 
Warms every Heart, and ſtrengthens every Hand; 
And, while he turns their trembling Foes to Flight, 
The kindling Legions gather to the Fight Bats 

Kkk2 Danger 
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Danger nor Death their furious Courſe controuls, 980 
And all the God came ruſhing on their Souls! 


H1s Brother ſlain when PAN DAR s beheld, 
And ſaw the changing Fortune of the Field, 
He ſets his ample Shoulders to the Weight, 
And turns th' enormous Hinges of the Gate; 985, 
But left, unmindful! as the Fold he clos'd, 
A Crowd of Friends to certain Death expos d; 
And, with himſelf, includes the trembling Train 
Of Troops, who ruſh'd tumultuous from the Plain. 
Fool! not to ſee the dreadful Fu RN us there, 990 
Mix d with the Crowds amidſt the flying War; 
But in the Walls the furious Chief to hold, 
Like fome fierce Tyger midſt the trembling. Fold# 
Loud claſh his Arms; and, as he towers on high, 
Flaſh the keen Flames from his tremendous 0 ; 99 $ 
Nods his proud Creſt, and formidably plays; 
And from his Shield the ſtreamy Light'nings blaze. 


Too ſoon, with dire Surprize, the Trojans know 
The dreadful Front of their Victorious Foe. 15 
Strait fir d with Vengeance for his Brother ſlain, 1000 


Springs forth fierce Panparus, and thus began: 
| BznoLD 
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Bz noLD the Trojan Camp, a fatal Scene! 

No Bridal Palace of the Latian Queen, 

No native Area, Prince, you here deſcry, 

But hoſtile Walls; and 'tis in. vain to fly. | 1005 


In that Vaſt Bulk if Any Soul reſide, 

Come, try thy Might, (the Prince Sedate reply d;) 
Go, and old Pziam's trembling Spirit tell, | 
A New AcHnlLLEs plungd thy Soul to. Hell. 


THrzn, firſt, his knotted: Spear the Trojan threw ; 1010 
Rough with the Bark. the ponderous Weapon flew ; 
But mighty Juno caus'd it far to glance, 

And in the Portal fixt the quivering Lance. 


Bu r hope not. Thou, to ſcape this Sword of Mine, 
Aim'd by a ſurer, ſtronger Hand: than Thine, 1015 
The Heroe cry'd--then flies againſt the Foe 

With the bright Blade, and riſes to the Blow ; 

Sudden the Sword tempeſtuous cleaves in twain 

His Checks, and ſinks deep-buried in the Brain. 
Diſtain'd with Blood, his claſhing Arms reſound, 1020 


And, as he fell, he ſhook the purpled Ground: 
| There 


438 VIRGILUs ENEID. Book IX. 
There, as the mighty Bulk lay ftretch'd along, 
In equal Shares the parted Viſage hung. 


Parz with new Horror at the dreadful Sight, 
On every fide the Trojans urge their Flight. 102 5 
Then had the Victor broke the Barriers down, 
And call'd his Social Troops to ſtorm the Town, 
That Day had ſeen their Warlike Labours o'er ; 
And ruin'd Troy had been a Name no more. 
But the mad Chicf with boundleſs Slaughter glows, 1030 
And Rage inſatiate drives him on the Foes. 
Firſt, valiant PRALAR ISH; next Gros fell; 
Deep thro' his Knee he drove the pointed Steel. 
Then from the Dead the reeking Darts he drew, 
And in their Backs transfix d the flying Crew. 1035 
New Strength, new Courage, Juno till ſupply'd, 
And now brave HaLyYs and great PytcGevus di'd : 
ALCANDER, PRYTANIs, Noëuo fall; 
With warlike Hai1us, on th' embattled Wall, 
High on the Works, engag'd in other Fight-- 1040 
Next flew his flaming Faulchion to the Right, 
And ſtruck bold LyNcs us as he call'd around 

For Aid, and brav'd him on the lofty Mound. 
At 
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At one juſt Stroke his Head and Helmet fly « 
Before the Sword, and far at Diſtance lie. 104.5 
Then fierce, on Amycus the Warrior came, 

Whoſe fatal Arrow pierc'd the Savage Game; 

Who dipp'd th' envenom'd Steel with matchleſs Art, 
And doubly arm'd with Death the pointed Dart. 

Next CLyTivs fell, tho' ſprung of Race Divine; 1050 
Soft CzxeTzvus laſt, the Darling of the Nine ; | 
Well was He ſkill'd, in Sacred Strains to fing, 

Tune the ſweet Lyre, and ſweep the trembling 3 - 
Arms, and the Toils of Heroes, to recite, 

The plunging furious Steeds, and Thunder of the Fight.105 5 


Now heard the Chiefs, who led the Trojan Band, 
What Numbers fell by Tuxxnus' conquering Hand; 
Fierce they advance ; when ſoon appear in Sight 
The Slaughtering Heroe and their Troops in Fight. 
And where? (great MNzsTHEvs rais'd his Voice on high) oO 
Where, to what other Ramparts would you fly? 

Shall One, and He inclos d within your Wall, 

One raſh, impriſon d Warrior vanquiſh All? 

With Rage reſiſtleſs, half a Hoſt deſtroy; 

And open every bleeding Vein of Troy? 1065 
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Calm You look on, and ſee the furious F oe ” 
Plunge Crowds of Heroes to the Shades below : 

Still ſhall Your King, Ye baſe abandon'd Train, 

Your Country, and Your Gods demand your Aid in vain? 


Rovz'p by theſe Words, they rally from afar, 1070 
Breathing Revenge, and gathering to the War ; 
The Daunian Chief ſhrinks backward from the Foes, 
Where round the Works the mighty River flows : 
The Trojans ſhout; and, with new Tranſport fir d, 
1 Ruſh on embodi'd as the Prince retir d. 1075 
= | Thus when with tilted Spears the clamorous Train 
| Invade the brindled Monarch of the Plain, 
| The Lordly Savage from the ſhouting Foe 
Retires, Majeſtically, Stern and Slow. 
Tho' Singly Impotent the Crowd to dare, 1080 
Repell, or ſtand their whole Collected War; 
Grim he looks back; he rolls his glaring Eye ; 
Deſpairs to Conquer; and yet Scorns to F ly. 
So TurNUs paus d; and by Degrees retir'd ; 
While Shame, Diſdain and Rage the Heroe fir d. 1085 
Yet Twice ev then he flew amid the Train, 
And Twice he chas'd them o'er their Walls again. 


But 
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But now from all the Camp their Forces ran 

Full on the Chief; an Army on a Man! 

No longer Heaven's great Empreſs from on high 1090. 
Dares with new Strength th' exhauſted Prince ſupply. 
For winged IR Is from the Realms above 

Brought the Severe Decree of Angry Jovs, 

That bade, with Threats, th' Imperial Queen recall 
Her favour d Heroe from the Trojan Wall. 109 5 
Now his tir d Arm refus'd the Sword to wield; 

Now flew the Darts, and planted all his Shield. 

The Stones now rattle; now the Javelins ſing, 

Indent his Arms, and on his Helmet ring. 

A Thouſand Weapons round his Temples play, 1 100 
And ſtrike the Honours of his Creſt away. 

Thick and more thick the Foes their Lances ſped, 
With mighty MnzsT#zus thundering at their Head. 
Pale, breathleG, faint, and black with Duſt, in Streams 
The Sweat deſcends from all his trembling Limbs. 1105 
Arm'd as he was, (thus preſt on every Side,) 

He plung'd at laſt, Undaunted, in the Tide. 

The Sacred River, for the Welcome Load, 

Spreads his wide Arms, and wafts him down the Flood: 
The Heroe to his Hoſt the Surges bear, 1110 
Cleans d from the horrid Stains of Slaughter, Blood, and War. 


The End of the WNinth Book. 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Jupiter calls a Caunci of the Gods, and forbids them to engage in 
either Party, At the Return of Fineas there is a bloody Battle. 
Turnus kills Pallas: Æneas, Lauſus and Mezentius. Mezentius 
7s Aeſeribed\, 145 an "Atheiſt; Lauſus as a Pious and V:irtuous Youth. 
The different Aftions and Death of theſe Two are the Subject 
of a Noble Bpiſode. 
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Tenth Book of the MEI. 


O W wide unfold th' Eternal Gates of Jove, 
Th Ethereal King convenes the Powers above. 
155 Ns — 4 Beneath his Eye, Both Hoſts, in full Survey, 
The Spacious World, and vaſt Creation lay; 

There in the Starry Courts, enthron d on bigh, 5 

Sate the Majeſtic Senate of the Sky, 

Rank d by Degrees, along the bright Abodes : ; 

To whom the KING of Men, and Far HER of the Gods: 


Wu ar Diſcord fires your Minds, Celeſtial Train [ 
Why was our Sacred Mandate urg d in vain? 10 
Lll 2 Did 
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444 VIRGIL's ®NEID. Book X. 
Did not Your Sovereign' Lord his Will declare, 

That Troy and Latium ſhould not wage the War ? 
Why are We diſobey'd: ? What vain Alarms 

Inflame their Souls to Slaughter, Blood ind Arms“ 
The deftin'd Time will "_ it's fatal Way, 15 
(Nor need your Rage anticipate the Day) 

When Carthage with her proud Victorious Pow'rs, 
Shall burſt, like Thunder, o'er the Roman Tow'rs, 
Break the ſtrong Alpine Adamantine Chains, 
Pour down the Hills and dilige all ifie Plains. 20 


Then, with full Licence, Your Unbounded Hate 


And ſtern r may cru ſh the Trojan State, 


Till then, Ye Pow'r rs, from Wra th and Diſcord ceaſe, 


And let the Nations | join in Leapues of Peace; 


Tubs, from the Throne, i in Short, Almighty Jovn,zs 


And thus, at Large, the beautcous Queen of Love : 


O Sire of Men below, and Gods on high ! 
(For to what Other Power e can Vanvs fly ? 
Doſt Bo 3... 


not lee | yon fierce 44 her Train! 


With what Succeſs proud Tux x us ſweeps the Plain: 30 


Rapt by his Ste Os: of 15 Car, 
The dceadful Her . rules the 8 cam of War! 


N ot 
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Not Walls can guard my 7+9jas' now from Fate, 
For lo | grim Slaughter rages in the Gate 

With hoſtile Bands the Walls are cover'd o'er, 35 
And the deep Trenches float with Tides of Gore! 

My Son. is. abſent, while his Subjects bleed; +] 
But muſt We never from a Siege be: ſteedꝰ von 1054 
For lo, great. Sire! a Second Army falls NA 
On riſing 7799, and thunders at her Walls. 40 
In Latian Fields againſt the Dardan Train nn 
Behold the Stern T'v pines rife again! 
Sprung tho I am from Thee, prepard I ſtaneg 
To bleed once more and by a Mortal Hand! 
Yet, if againſt Thy Will, the Phrygian Hoſt | '45 
Have left their Troy; and ſought the Latian Coaſt, © - 
Withdraw thy potent Aid, O Sovereign God! 

And bid the guilty Nation mourn in Blood! 

But fince ſo many Signs their Courſe compell. 
The Voice of Heaven, and Oracles of Hell; 50 
Why dares Another Power Thy Will debate, + ++ 7) 
Or thwart th' Unalterable Courſe of Fate! 
Her boundleſs Vengeance why ſhould: 1 coat? Sor 147 
How on Sicilian Shores She fir d the Fleet? 8 
How She diſpatch'd to yonder World. below 8 ** 


With chat Dire Charge, the Goddeſs of the Bow ? 
How 
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How the grim Tyrant of th' Solian Reign 

Let looſe th' impriſon d Whirlwinds o'er the Main 
Hell and th' Infernal Powers were ſtill untry d; 

All Hell now arms, and riſes on her Side. 60 
The Fiends, the Furies range the Realms above, 
An Act well-wotthy of the Qyeen of Jove! 

* hro' all the Latian Towns ALzcoT6 flies, 

And her Black Viſage blaſts the Golden Skies! 


| No Hopes of Empire now my Thoughts imploy ; 65 


(Theſe were my Hopes, when Fortune ſmil d on T7.) 
Let Troy and Latium fight on yonder Plains, 

And Fall, or Conquer, as Thy Will ordains : 

Since to the Phrygian Race Your haughty Souls, 


No Spot, no Corner of the World, allows; 70 


Yet I implore thy Grace, Almighty Sire, | 

By ruin'd Troy, yet Smoking from the. Fire! 

Give Me, at leaſt, the Royal Youth to bear, 

(My Dear As AN TUS) from the Rage of War! 
(And let the Father, where Your Vengeful Bride 75 


Or Fortune points, ſtill wander o'er the Tide |) 


Th' Idalian Realm and Amatbus are Mine; 
Cythera Fair, and Paphos the Divine ; 
There He may live, defended from the Foes, 


Loſt to the Charms of Fame, in ſoft Repoſe. 80 


Then 


Then to Auſonia let proud Carthage come, 

And hold that Empire once decteed to Rome, 

Oer the wide World extend her boundleſs Pow'r ; 
Our Hopes, and Jovz's own Promiſes no more! 
What now avails it, that My Godlike Heir 85 
Broke thro the hoſtile Fires, and ſeap'd the War; 
Led My poor Exiles to the Latian Plain, 

And rais'd a City, doom'd to fall again; 

What has it now avail'd him, to withftand - 

Th exhauſted Storms of Ocean and the Land? 90 
His Lot were happier, had he ſcorn'd a Crown, 

And ſlumber' d o'er his ruin'd Native Town; 

Oh! give their XanTHus to the wretched Train, 
Give them their 810 18, with their Wars again! 


Ten long Years more, and ſtorm a Second Troy / 


To whom, with Fury ſparkling in her Eyes, 
Reply'd the haughty Empreſs of the Skies : 


Axpo Why, Say, Why, O Goddeſs! am I proſt 


What God, or Martal, bade your Son declare, 
_ Againſt the Latian Lord, ſo raſh a War? 


Suppoſe 
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Let Greece in Arms her vengeful Hoſts employ 95 


To wake the Wrath, that ſlumber'd in my Breaſt. 100 
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' Suppoſe, Fate call'd him to the Latian Plains, 


Or (far more likely,) mad CassanDra's Strains! 

Say, did We bid him leave his Town behind, 10 5 
And truſt the Mercy of the Sea and Wind ? 
Commit the War, and his forlaken Troy 

To Such a Head? an Unexperienc'd Boy | 

To court the Tu/cans, and with vain Alarms 

To rouze whole Nations from Repoſe to Arms? 
What God, or -what preverſe Intent of Our's 
Mov'd the Wiſe Prince to leave his riſing Tow'rs. 
Say, does the Goddeſs of the Bow appear, 


II© 


Or the keen Spite of Vengeful Juno Here? 


Tis hard, You urge, the Latians ſhould conſpire 115 


To wrap th' unfiniſh'd Walls of Troy in Fire; 


That TuxNus lives, and holds his Native Place; 
(And yet He ſprung from our Immortal Race I 

Was it leſs hard, that Troy Embattled came, 

To waſte the Latian Lands with Sword and Flame ? 120 
O'er foreign Realms to propagate her Sway, 

Join Fraud to Force, and bear their Spoils away ? 
From their Own Lords the Plighted Brides to tear ? 
To proffer Peace, and yet to wage the War ? 

You, from the Foe, Your darling Son could ſhroud, 125 
And, for a Man, preſent a Figur'd Cloud. 


Ye 
"Et 
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You from Your Navy could the Fires reſtrain, 
And change Your Ships to Nx REI ps of the Main. 
Yet in her Friends Defence is Juno ſeen? 
Tis a high Crime in Jovz's Imperial Queen! 130 
Your Son, belike, is abſent, while the Foe 
Invades his Towers ;——and let him till be fo!--- 
Cythera's Ifle and Amathus are Yours ; 
The Paphian Realms, and ſoft Idalian Shores. 
Why ſhouldſt thou then to Fights a Race incline, 1 35 
Long ſince inurd to rougher Wars than Thine ! 
Did We conſpire Your Empire to deftroy ? 
Did We urge vengeful Greece to ruin Troy ? 
We?——or Your PARIS ?---Your Adulterous Boy ? | 
Who did that black deſtructive Crime inſpire ? 140 
Who fann'd the Flame, that ſet Two Worlds on Fire ? 
Did the lewd Youth, at Juxo's Call, convey, 
From injur'd Sparta's Walls, his beauteous Prey? 
Did We procure? did We detain the Fair ? 
And, for His Luſt, ſupport a Ten Years War? 145 
Then, Partial Goddeſs, Then, | had been Your Time, 
To fear for Troy, on that Perfidious Crime; 
But now, too late, Unjuſtly Vou complain, 
Now vent Your Anger, and Your Grief in Vain, 

OM M m m Tavs 
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Tuwvs ſpoke the wrathful Queen; the Gods divide, 1 50 
And in mixt Murmurs vote on either Side. 
80, pent in Woods, at firſt with ſullen Sound 
The Wind, low-murmuring, rolls, the Foreſt round ; 
A dreadful Signal to the Naval Train, 
Of the loud Storms impending o'er the Main. 155 


Tux fpoke th' Almighty Father, as he fate 
Enthron'd in Gold, and clos'd the great Debate. 
(Th* attentive Winds a Solema Silence keep ; 
| The wondering Waves lie level on the Deep; 
Earth to her Center ſhook ; high Heaven was awd; 160 
And all th' Immortal Thrones flood trembling at the God!) 


HE AR then Our Sacred Will, Ye Powers above; 

And mark th' Unalterable Word of Jov x. 

Since You refuſe to bid your Diſcord ceaſe, 

And join the Nations in the Bonds of Peace; 165 

Whatever Schemes or Hopes the Parties frame, 

Latium and Troy t6 Jovs are Both the Same; 
Whether in yon” fierce Leaguer tis decreed 
That hapleſs Thor, or Heſperia bleed; 

N | rt "xr 24 The 
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The Stern Ruzuljans too their Toils ſhall know, 170 
And every Hand ſhall work it's Weal or Woe. 

Your King, .inelin'd to neither Side, {hall wait 

The great Event, and leave the whale to Fate. 

This by His, Brother's awful Floods he ſwore, 

That thro che black Infernal Regions roar, 175 
Gave the dread Signal of the Solemn Nod, 

With his bent Brows; the Sanction of the God | 
From Sky to Sky the ſtrong Concuſſion rolls; 

And all Ohmpus trembled to the , Poles. | 
Thus did the Sire the high Contention, cloſe, 130 
Then from the Throne Majeſtically roſe; | 

With Him at once the Sacred Senate, riſe, | 
And to his Palace. Wit the Sovereign of che skies 


MAANWIII E, at every Gate, the Latian .Pow'rs 

Croud to deſtroy their Foes, and fire the Tow'rs. 185 

By Hoſts ſurrounded, in, Deſpair to fly, ; 
Cloſe in their Trench, the helpleſs Trojans lie. 
Vet Some Undaunted on the Ramparts ſtand, | 

And guard the Works; a Brave, but Slender Band. 

There, ſprung from IB RAS Us, bold As us _thone 3 190 

Tnayvuærzs next, fam d HIoBTAON's Son. . 
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The dread Ass AAT OI their Saidir bring; 
With Them, Two Brothers of tlie Lycian King: 
Tris and CAS TOR next, a Martial Pair, 
Full in the Front repell the riſing War: 13 195 
Theſe Acuo join'd, from fair Lyrneſſur Shore 
With all his Strength a broken Rock he bore; 
He match'd his Brother MNESTHEus' wondrous Miglit, 
And his great Father CTyrrus in the Fight. 
Some, ponderous Stones, Some, pointed Javelins aim, 200 
And gaul the Foe with Shafts, or miſſive Flame. 
Amid tlie Train, bright VENUS darling Care, 
Ascanivs ſhone ; his beauteous Head was bare; 
A Golden Chain conſtrains his Locks, tltat Geck, . 
In gloſſy Sable Curls, his lovely Neck. hee e 
80 ſhines a Gemm, illuſtrious to behold, 
On ſome fair Virgin's Neck; enchasd in Gold 
- So the ſurrounding; Ebon's darker Hue 
* the er d Oy to the Tow 
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Tuzs too, Stern TsMArus, O — 210 
A great Deſcendant of the Lydian Line, 
(Born where the Peaſants turn the coſtly Mould, 
Enrich'd'by bright | Pa&/us\ Tides of Gold, 2 
Ai 207 oDRAPOBSAT: „„ The 
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The Hoſts admir' d; while fierce thy twanging Bow 
Diſcharg'd thy poiſon'd Arrows at the Foe. 215 
Brave Ca Vs next ſucceeds, a Chief of Fame; 


(From whom proud CA rA ſince deriv'd her Name.) 


Great MNnzsTmzvus clos'd the Band, of high Renown? 


Since late he caſt bold Tuxnus from the Town. 


Tuxsk all the rigid Toils of Fight ſuſtain ; 220 


Meantime, by Night, their General plows the Main. 

For when the the Prince had left th' Arcadian Coaſt, 
And ſought the Leader of the Lydian Hoſt, 

With Prayers declar'd his Buſineſs, Race and Name, 

And with what Force their vengeful Tyrant came ; 225 
How the Rutulian rag d ; what Turns of F ate 

And Chance of War attend the Mortal State ; 


Strait with the League propos'd the Chief n 
And joins his Forces to his New Allies. 


Now, Uncontroll'd by Fate, the Martial Train, 2 30 
Led by a foreign Heroe, cleave the Main. 
In Pomp, before, Axzas' Gally paſt BY 
Tis lofty Stern the Phrygian Lions grac'd $5912 l 
There, baniſh'd Troy's Delight, her ſculptur d Ide 
Hangs o'er the foamy Surge, and ſhades the Tide. 235 
Here 
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Here late the Chief with various Thoughts oppreſt, 
The Fate of War revolving in his Breaſt ; N 
Cloſe by his Side th' Arcadian Prince enquires 
Of the ſwift Motions of the Heavenly Fires; | 
What Seas he meaſur'd ; and what Lands he fought; 240 
What Storms he ſuffer'd, and what Fields he fought. 


Yz Muſes! now unlock your Sacred Spring, 
Inſpire the Bard, and teach him now to fing, 


What Ships, What Heroes, What Auxiliar Hoſts 


Sail'd with EN EAS from the Tiſcan Coaſts. =__ 


Tux Bger firſt the foamy Flood divides, 
And bears a Thouſand Warriors thro the Tides, 
Who came beneath great Mass1cus' Command, 


From Co/a's Turrets and the Clufpan Land. 


Cloſe to their Sides their poliſh'd Quivers fate ; 
Strung were their Bows ; their Arrows wing'd with Fate. 


Six Hundred move beneath fierce Azas' Care, 
From Populonia to the Field of War. 


Rich in her endleſs Beds of Steely Ore, 


The rugged Ilva ſends Three Hundred more; 255 
All 


* | X. of 
All train d to Fight; All, glorious | to behold ; 
And, on the Stern, AroLLo md in Gold. 


From Pi/a's Walls a Thouſand took their Way; 
They march embattled from the 7: Tuſcan Land, 
And great AgvyLas leads the Martial Band; 
AsYLas, ſkilful Sage whoſe piercing Eyes 
Diſcern'd all Signs on Earth, or in the Skies. 
His Art from Entrails Certain Omens drew, 
From Stars, and Birds, and Lightnings as they flew. 


NzxT beauteous AST un plow'd the watry Field, 


From where old Pyrgus lofty Turrets riſe, 

And rank Graviſcan Marſhes taint the Skies, 
Where Cære groan'd beneath MzzenTius Reign, 
And gurgling Minio glitters o'er the Plain, 

Three Hundred march beneath the Leader's Care, 


Breathing Reyenge, and eagar All for War. 


Nos Thou unſung, _ brave CinyRas, ſhalt paſs, © 
The Martial Chief of the Ligurian Race; 5 
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Wirtn Gn: of waving geren in | thick Array, 
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Proud of his bounding Steed and ſculptur'd d Shield. 


bs 
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Nor Thou; & p Ay o, under [whoſe Command, 


Advanc'd to Fight a Stnall, but Valiant Band. 
White Plumes adorn thy Creſt, and wave above, 


Expreſſive of thy t Sire, transform'd by Love. 


While for his PAE r ox his Sorrows flow, ö 2 80 


And ſoft Harmonious Strains beguile his Woe ; 
While in the duſky Poplar Grove he made 
His melting Moans, beneath the Siſters Shade, 
O'er all the Man the ſnowy Feathers riſe, 

And in a tubeful Swan he mounts the skies. 285 
Now his great Offspring, with his ſocial Train, 

In the huge OENTAUR plow'd the roaring Main. 
High on the Prow the figur d Monſter ſtood, 

And "ſhook . a Rocky Fragment O er the Flood. 
The funding Keel the thronging Waves disjoin'd, 296 0 
That nn. and whiten in e Tracks behind. 


/ 


Nzx7T warlike Doe, brought his | Tag along, 
From preſeient Manto and great Tyber ſprung; 
By Him, fair Mantua roſe; Immortal Town! 
And from his Mother s Name deriv'd her own. 295 
Hier mighty Walls illuſtrious Founders grace, 
Of different Countries, and a different Race. 


t Crcnus. 


Boo X. VIRGIL's ENEID. 457 | 
Three Tribes diſtinct poſſeſs her fertile Lands, | 
And Four fair Cities every Tribe commands, | 

Proud of her Tiſcan Line, with Glory crown'd, 30 0 5 | 
She reigns the Miſtreſs of the Nations round. 


FIVE Randes more, in Freedom s Sacred Cauſe, | 1 
MzzenTivs' Tyranny to Battle draws. = 
Where, crown'd with Reeds, the Mincio takes his Courſe, | 
From old Benacus venerable Source, 305 1 
In one Vaſt Ship he pours the warlike Train, | 
Down thro' his Native Channel to- the Main: 
Fierce for Revenge, the great AuLE TES guides 
Th' Enormous Bulk, that labours thro the Tides. 

A Hundred Pines the boiling Ocean weep, 2 15 
Plow the white Waves, and laſh the bellowing Deep. 

A mighty TRITON, figur'd on the Prow, 8 

With his loud Trump alarms the Sea below. 

Down to his . Waiſt the Human Form deſcends, 

But in a Whale th' amphibious | Monſter ends. 315 
Swift as he ſwims, the Waters fly before; W | | 
And, dafh'd beneath the God, 1 the 9 Surges roa. | 


So many Chiefs in Thirty IR ride 


To Toy Defence, and cleave the ſparkling. Tide. | 
Nnn - Now 
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Now radiant CWM #14, thro' th'Etherial Height, 320 


Rode in the Solemn Chariot of the Night. 


Fixt at the Stern, the Helm Enzas plies 5 


No creeping Slumber ſeals his careful Eyes. 


Amid the Seas, he meets the wondrous Train 

Of Ships transform'd to Nzzzips of the Main; 32 5 
As many Godgeſs, as ſtood before, 

With Brazen Beaks, tall Veſſcls on the Shore. 
They know the Chief from far, and in a Ring 
The dancing Nymphs ineloſe their wondring King. | 

+ The Firſt, whoſe Eloquence excell'd the. reſt, 330 
Above the Waves advanc'd her Ivory Breaſt ; 

Held with one Hand the Stern, while one divides, 
With many an eaſy Stroke, the filent Tides : 

And doſt thou wake, Great Offspring of the Skies ? 
Wake till, and Open every Sail, (ſhe eries;) 335 
Thy Ships are We, that once on Ida ſtood, 


Now chang'd by Heaven to NerE1DS of the Flood, 


When the perfidious proud Rutulian came 
With the dread Sword and the devouring Flame, 
We burſt our Anchors, by the Foe compell'd, 340 


And ſought our Maſter oer the watry Field. 


+ Crmopocea. Theſe 
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Theſe Forms the Mother of the Skies beſtow d, 
And made each Ship a Goddeſs of the F lood ; 
Low in the Sacred Seas our Court we kee p- 

And dwell beneath the Roarings of the Deep. 345 
Shut in the Town, remains thy Royal Heir, NE 
Midft all the Terrors of the Latian War. 

The brave Arcadian Horſe, and Tigſcan Hoſt 

Have reach'd the Land, and ſeiz d th' appointed _ 
The Daunian Chief has ſent a Squadron down 3 50 
To ſtop their deſtin'd Progreſs to the Tm. 
Riſe, Heroe! Riſe; and, with the dawning Light, | 
Lead all th' impatient Warriors to the Fight. 

With thy "4 ulcanian Orb invade the Field, 

That golden, bright, impenetrable Shield. 3355 
The Morning Sun (nor think my Promiſe vain!) N 
Shall ſee vaſt Heaps of fierce Ruzulians ſlain. 

This ſaid; the Goddeſs (for ſhe knew the Way,) 
Puſh'd the light Veſſel o'er the glafly Sea. 
Swift as a Javelin, or a Storm ſhe flew ; . 36 
And, ving 'd with Rival i ood, her Courſe the Reſt purſue: 


Warts at the Sight the Heroe ſtood amaz d, 


The proſperous Sign his bounding Spirits rais d. 
e Ther: 
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Then, as he fixt on Heaven his joyful Eyes, 
To potent CY BEI the Warrior ' cries : 365 


GREAT Guardian Queen of Idas Hills and Woods, 
Supreme, Majeſtic Mother of the Gods 
Whoſe ſtrong Defence proud tow'ring Cities ſhare, 
While roaring Lions whirl thy mighty Car. 
Oh! kindly Second this. auſpicious Sign, 370 
And grace thy Phrygians with thy Aid Divine. 
Inſpir d by Thee, the Combate I require, 
My Boſom kindles, and my Soul's. on Fire | 


He ſaid; and now the bright revolving Day 

Blaz'd o'er the World, and chas'd the Shades away; 375 
When firſt the Heroe bade the Train prepare, 

All rang'd beneath their Banners, for the War:; 
Rouze. for the Charge their Courage, and excite 

Their Martial en to e the F _ 


As on his Stern the Goals Warrior ſtands, . 380 
And views diſtinct his Camp and focial Bands; 
High in his Hand the golden Shield he rais'd': 
Wide oer "the F *. the . Effulgence bad 
e 
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Fir d with new Hopes, the joyful Trojans ſpy = I 
The ſhining Orb; their Darts and Javelins fly; 438 9 
And their loud Clamours tempeſt all the Sky. J! 
Leſs loud the thick-embody'd Cranes repair, 

In Ranks embattled, thro' the Clouds of Air ; 

When, at the Signal given, they leave behind, 

With rapid Flight, the Pinions of the Wind. 390 


Au Az'p ſtood Tun us, and their Latian Foes, 
Nor knew from. whence the ſudden Tranſport roſe, 
Till all th' advancing Navy they ſurvey, 
A floating Scene, that cover'd half the Sea. 
From great Ant as | Creſt the Lightnings ſtream, 395 
And his bright Helmet darts the ruddy Gleam ; 
A length of Flames the mighty Shield. diſplays, 
Shoots Fires on Fires, and pours a boundleſs Blaze. 
So the dire Comet, with portentous Light 
And. baleful Beams, glares dreadful in the Night: 400 
So the red Dogſtar, when he mounts on high, Th 
And with his fatal Splendor fires the Sky, 
Ofer the pale Nations, with his Sultry Breath, 
Darts down Diſeaſe, blue Peſtilence, and Death. TTY 
But ſtill, Undaunted, T URNUs urg d the Train, 405 
To ſeize the Shore, ar drive them to the Main, By 
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The Hour 1—the Place L de für 1 dr promis d Fight — 
Your Wives, Your Sons, Your Country calls you on, 
Your great Forefatliers Gloties and your Own. 416 
Now while with fliddering Steps, to gain the Land, 
The Trajan toll; Deſcend we to the Strand; 

800n as on yonder Shore our Bands appear, 

One noble Stroke, my Friends, ſhall end the War; 

The Brave command Succeſs ; — The Herde ſaid; 515 
Then with Himſelf for one ebol Moment weigh'd, 

To the bold Tafk what chofen Troops . to call, 


And to what Bands &htruſt the leaguer'd Wall. 


14 40 the Herde latids his Warlike Train; 
Some watch, impatient, the retreating Main; 420 
Then vault, and ſeize the half-recover'd Shores 
Some ſlide, more vent rbus, down the bending Oars. 
A Place at length the daring Tazxcnon ſpy' d, 
Where in ſmooth Swellings roll'd an eaſy Tide: 
There, as no Waters break, no Billows roar, 425 
He fears no Shoals, but hopes a friendly Shore. 
Thither his Veſſels from the Deep he drew, | 
And eager thus exhorts the Naval Crew : 


Now, 
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Now, Now, wp Friends exert your utmoſt Force, 
Ply, Bly yout Oars, and urge the furious Courſe, 430 
Puſh, heave your deſperate Gallies to the Strand ; 

Plow with your Beaks and Keels the hoſtile Land. 


My fole Ambition is to gain the Coaſt : 
And chen no Matter let the Ship be loſt. 


So ſpoke th Impatient Chief 5 and, as he ſpoke, 435 
They ply their Oars, and riſe to every Stroke. 
Full on the Land the ruſhing Veſſels bore, „ 
Till with their Prows they cleave the ſandy Shore. 
Safe to the ſhelving Beach the Gallies run; 
All 'ſcap'd the Shock, brave T axcn ox, but thy own. 
Thy own amid the Shallows ruſh'd, and there | 
Daſh'd on the Rock, and ſloping hung in Air: 

Preſt by a War of Waves, her ſhatter d Sides 

Burſt, and the Crew plunge headlong in the Tides. 
They ſwim, incumber d with their broken Oars, 445 
The Floods ſupplant their Feet, and bear them from the Shores. 


MAN TIA againſt the Trojans, on the Coaſt, 
Brave Tuxx us led his cloſe-embattled Hoſt. 
The ſprigltly Trumpets ſound wich Martial Strains, 


When great ANBAS cu" d the Latian Swains; 3 450 
The 


With all His Force the mighty Heroe drove, 
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The vane Tazzon ſlew, with matchleſs Might, 
The firſt auſpicious Omen of the Fight; _ 
A Giant Chief ; his furious Courſe he held 


Againſt the Prince, the Foremoſt of the Field. 
Fierce thro his Shield and Mail, (an Opening widel)455 


Flew the ſwift Sword, and pierc'd the Warrior's Side. 


Then Lycas bled, and ſtain'd the thirſty Shore, 

To Pros us Sacred from his Natal Hour; 72 
Ripp'd from the Womb, the Infant 'ſcap'd the Steel; 
The Man, Unhappy | by the Faulchion fell! 460 
Gyas and C Iss EUS next the Heroe ſlew, - | 
As their huge Clubs whole Armies overthrew. 

Vain was their Strength, their Bulk, their martial Fire, 
Vain their Herculean Arms, and boaſted Sire, 
ALcipses' Friend; whoſe glorious Steps he trod, 
While Earth ſupply d new Monſters for the God. 
As, loudly-vaunting, haughty PR anos ſtood, 
Fixt in his Throat, the Javelin drank his Blood. 
On Cypon next, who, fir d with lawleſs Joy, 
Fair CLVYTIUsS courted and careſt the Boy, 


465 


470 


And ſoon had finiſh'd his prepoſterous Love ; 
Soon had the Youth, expiring on the Shore, 


Supk, and indulg'd his guilty Flames no more ; 


But 


— 
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But Pmorcvus' Sons, Seven valiant Warriors, flew, 475 
And all at once their vengeful Javeligs threy ; 

Some from his Buckler and his Helm rebound, 

Some, turn'd by Va N vs, glance upon the Ground. 
Thus preſt, thus compaſt xound on every Side, 

The wrathful ringe to brave AcharESs cryd; 480 
Bring, Bring thoſe Darts, (not One ſhall fly in vain) . 
That pierc'd the .Grecians on the Trojan Plain. 

Then a long Lance with all his Might he caſt; 
'Thro' Mz ox s Shield the furious Weapon ,paſt ; 

Thro' the ſtrong Cuiraſs pierc d the hiſſing Dart, 485 
Transfixt his Breaſt, and -quiver'd in his Heart. 

The good ALcanaos lends his friendly Hand, 

To raiſe his groveling Brother from the Sand, 

But, wing d with Death, a Second Javelin flies, 

Swift as the Firſt, and ſings along the Skies; 490 
Thro' his extended Arm the Spear was flung ; 
And by the Nerves the dying Member hung. 
His Brother Nuurrox the Weapon drew 

From the pale Corſe, and at the Victor threw ; 
The whizzing Dart glanc'd innocently by, 
But ſlightly raz'd AchaArESs manly Thigh. 


OOO „ _ 


1466 VIRGIL @NEID. Book x. 


Narr CLavsvs, fluſh'd with youthful Strength and Grace, 
(CLavsvus, the Leader of the Sabine Race) 1 505 | 
Beheld the mighty Dzyors'from afar, 

And launch'd his pointed Spear aloft in Air, 590 
Which pierc'd his Throat; the purple Hand of Death 
Suppreſt the Voice, and ſtopp'd the Vital Breath. 
Headlong he falls; he grovels on the Shore, 

And his pale Mouth ejects a Flood of Gore. 

Still ruſhing on, the Chief the ' Slaughter ſpread ; 505 
By various Deaths Three Sons of Box RAS bled, 
As many more, poor hapleſs Youths | expire, 


Their Country Thrace, and IDas was their Sire! 

Againſt the Prince his Bands Har EsUs leads, | 

And fierce Messayus laſh'd his fiery Steeds. 510 
In furious Conflict mix d, both Armies ſtand 

On the firſt Verge, and Margin of the Land; 

They meet, they fight; but neither gain, nor yield C 
And level hung the Ballance of the Field. 

As when the Winds from different Quarters riſe, 51 5 

Pour to the Charge, and combate in the Skies. 

In due Suſpence the ſtruggling Tempeſts keep 

The ballanc'd Clouds, and poiſe the rolling Deep. 1 
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The Winds and Waves oppos d with equal Mi ght, 
And undecided hangs th' Atrial Fight. 520 
So join both Armies in the dubious Fray ; 

Theſe ſcorn to yield, nor Thoſe can win the Day ; 
All, Man to Man, exert the Martial Fire ; 

All, Foot to Foot, or Conquer, or Expire ! 


Bur, in a different Quarter, where the Floods 525 
Had ſpread the Ground with ſhatter'd Rocks and Woods, 
Th' Arcadian Squadrons from their Steeds alight, 

And wage on Foot an unaccuſtomd Fight. 

Now to an open Rout their Ranks inclin d, 

And cloſe their Foes came thundering from behind. 5 30 
This ſaw their Chief, brave PALLAS, with Deſpair ; 
He faw, and ftrove to ſtop the flying War; 

And thus the Troops, as headlong they retir'd, 

With Prayers he mov'd, or with Reproaches fir d. 


Whither, ah, Whither would you turn your Flight? 535 


By your paſt Deeds! by every former Fight! 
By all your Triumphs | by your Sovereign's Name! ; . 
By my own Hopes to match my Father's Fame! | 
Truſt not your Feet; Your Hands muſt hew your Way 92 
Thro' yon black Body, an and chat thick Array! | 540 
] Ooo 2 Here 


\ 
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Here, Here, Your Country calls You All, to ſhare 
With your Young Chief the Glories of the War. 
Ruſh to the Fight; no Gods our Arms oppoſe ; 

Meb, like Outſelves, and Mortal are our Foes. 

In Us an equal Strength, and Soul appears, 545 
Our Hands and Spirits are as bold as Theirs. 

Lo! There the Foes our Bands impriſon'd keep |. 

And Here th Eternal Barriers of the Deep 

Back on the Seas, Ye Daſtards, would ye fall? 

Or hide your ſhameful Heads in yon beleaguer'd Wall ? 550: 


Hz faid; and, ruſhing on the hoſtile Bands, ' 
Faſt in his Way ill-fated Lacvs flands; 
Low as he ſteop'd, a mighty Stone to rear, 
Full in the Reins, deſcends the pointed Spear; | 
Then, as he 4difengag'd whe Dart with Pain, 555 
Fir'd at che Sight, bold Hrs Box raſh'd in vain 
And plung'd imo the Lungs his thundring Sword : 
Newt lewd Ax nMoLUs his Faulchion ſped, 
Who dard to ſtain his Stepdame's Sacred Bed. 
You tod, Ye Daucian Twins, Unhappy Pair 
Lakis and TVI BE x periſh'd in the War: 


560 


2» 
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So Like Your Features, that Your Parents look 

On either Face, but Each for Each miſtook. 

Puzzled, yet pleasd, they gaz d on either Child, 665 
And fandly in the Dear Deluſion ſmil'd. 

Now clears braye PaLLas, in the dire Debate, 

The nice Diſtinction by a different Fate. 

Thy Head, fair Thy NMI EI, flies before the Sword; 
Thy Hand, peor LA RIS, fought its abſent Lord; 570 
The dying Fingers, quivering on the Plain, 

With Starts convulfive graſp the Steel in vain! 


T =" Arcadian Squadrons, by their Prince inſpir d, 
Rouz'd by his Words, by bis Example fir d, 
Diſdain to fly, and Arms to Arms oppoſe; 575 
Grief, Shame, and Fury drive Them on the Fes. 
From Turkaas and from Trxxs, on his Car 
Pale Rar RU ſhoots impetuous thro the War; 
While Palas bis ſwſt Dart at ILus threyv, 
It pierc d the hapleſs Warrigr as he flew. 580 
The winged Death the haple Warrior ſtay 0. 
And, far à Space, pgor ILvs' Hate delay'd ; 
He tumbles nam che Car, diſtain'd with Gore, 
And, grim in Death, lies foaming on the Shore. 
As, 
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As, when the Summer glows with fervid Rays, 58 5 
The Shepherd ſets the Foreſt in a Blaze, 

The Groves all kindle, while the Winds conſpire, 

And with their Breath enrage the roaring Fi ire: 
Wide and more wide the Conflagration flies, 

Pours o er the F ields, and thunders to the Skies: 590 
On ſome ſteep Mountain ſits the joyful Swain, 

While the Victorious Flames devour the Plain. 

80 pleas d, brave PALLas ſees th Arcadian Pow'rs, 


All fir'd with 2 ſweep along the Shores. 


_ Hartzsvus flew to meet the Conquering Foe ; 895 
Sheath'd in bright Arms, he roſe to every Blow, 
Firſt LA DON ſunk beneath his pointed Steel ; 

By Him, Dzemopocus and Parr s fell. 

While bold S$TzyYMontus flies before the Band 
To ſeize his Throat ; the Faulchion lops his Hand : 600 
Hurl'd from His Arm, a Stone deſcended full 

on TrHoas Head, and cu d the batter d Skull. 

His old Prophetic Sire, with tender Care, 

Conceal d, and warn d HaLgsus from the War. 

But when in Death He clos d his aged Eyes, 605 
The fatal Siſtersclaim'd their deſtin'd Pre. 


Now 


N. ow food the Warrior (for his Hour drew near 
A Victim Sacred to th' Evandrian Spear. 

His Javelin PALLAS at the Victor throws, 
But firſt the Youth prefer his ardent Vows: 

O Father Traps give my winged Dart, 

To fly direct thro proud Harzsus' Heart! 
His Arms and Spoils thy Sacred Oak ſhall bear ; 
So pray'd the Youth ; the God allows his Pray r. 
Hal Esus ſhields IM AEN from the Foe, 

But leaves his Breaſt all- naked to the Blow. 

He fell; His Fall alarm' d the Latian Hoſt; 
They wept, and mourn'd the mighty Heroe loſt. 
But ſoon brave Lausus rais d them from Deſpair; 
Lausus, who ſhone conſpicious in the War. 
Stern An As firſt he flew, with matchleſs Might, 
The great Support and Bulwark of the F ight. 
Now bled the Tiſcan, now th” Arcadian Train, 
And Phrygia. s Sons, who 'ſcap'd the Greeks in vain. 
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610 


675 


Fierce to the Fight beneath their Chiefs they came ; 625 
Their Chiefs, their Numbers, and their strength the Same. 


The Rear cloſe- preſſing to the dire Alarms, 


Th' incumber'd Troops ſcarce wield their uſeleſs Arms. 


Here PaLLas fires his Train, and Lavsvs there; 
In all their Charms the blooming Youths appear. 


630 
Poor 
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Poor, lapleſs Youths" alas! your Native Plain 

Muſt Never, Never bleſs your Eyes again! 

In vain would You engage for Jovt withftunts.; 
Both, Both muſt fall but Fall by greater Hands! 


Now Tounnus to the Aid of Laus us ame, 635 
Warn'd *by his + Siſter, "the Deleſtial Dame; 
Thro' cleaving Ranks he drives his kindling Car 
With furious Speed, and thunders 'thro' the War. 
Forbear, Forbear; nor touch my Due, he cries; 
For PALLAS, PALLAS is your Leader's Prize. 640 
To Me, to Me Alone, belongs the Fight: 
Oh! could his Sire be Witneſs to the sight! 
He ſaid; and, at the Word, th' obedient Train 
At once retir'd, and left an open Plain. 
The Youth with Wonder ſaw the parting Band, 645 
Heard the bold challenge, and the proud Command. 
With many a fiery Glance he roll'd his Eyes 
Around his manly Limbs, and ample Size; 
. . And to "his haughty Foe, 'in Short, replies : 
| Now, by Thy Royal Spoils I will acquire 650 


1 Immortal Fame; or Gloriouſly expire ! 
RH n e Then 
8 ? + JUTURNA. | 
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Then vaunt no more; for know, Almighty Jov E 

Beholds the Fight, Impartial, from above. 

This ſaid; amid the Field the Heroe ſtrode; 

All-chill'd with Fear, the pale Arcadians ſtood. 655 
Tus Daunian Chief ſprung dreadful from the Car, 

And ruſh'd on Foot, Impetuous, to the War; 

Ruſh'd, as a Lion, from the Mountain's Height, 

On ſome Stern Bull, that meditates the Fight. 


Burr ſoon as PALLAS ſaw the Prince appear 660 
Within due Diſtance of the flying Spear, Wot, 
Tho' far o'er-match'd, the Youth his Fortune tries; 
And, ere he threw the Dart, invok'd the Skies : 

O great Arcipes! by my Father's Feaſt, 

Thy-ſelf vouchſaf d to grace, a glorious Gueſt; 665 
Aſſiſt his Son, and crown his bold Deſign; RY Pe] 
Let Turnus fall, and own the Conqueſt Mine; 
And, while the Victor ſpoils the bloody Prize, 
View the proud Trophy with his Cloſing Eyes. 

His ardent Prayer, with Grief ALcipes hears 670 
And pours a Flood of Unayailing Tears: 
While in his Breaſt he check'd the riſing Gran, 
Th' ae FATHER ſooth d his . Son: 

P 10 p 
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To All that breathe, is fixt th appointed Date; 
Life is but Short, and Circumſcrib'd by Fate 675 
"Tis VIxTuE's Work, by Fame to ſtretch the Span, 
Whoſe Scanty Limit bounds the Days of Man. 
How many Sons of Gods were doom d to fall, 
Great as they were! beneath the Trojan Wall ? 
"9 Great as He 'was! among the mighty Dead, 680 


< gi». av + Evn my own Son, the brave SARPEDON bled! 
Fierce Tu RN US too the Cruel Fates attend, | 

And Now, ev'n Now, His Race is at an End 1--- 
This ſaid; th Almighty Sovereign of the Skies 

Turns, from the Scene of Blood, his Sacred Eyes. 685 


Now with full Force his Javelin Partas threw, 
And from the Sheath the ſhining Faulchion drew. 
The whizzing Spear, with erring Courſe impel['d, 
Flew thro' the ringing Margin of the Shield, 

And, glancing, raz d the Shoulder of the Foe. --- 690 
Then Tuzxnus ſhook the Lance, prepar'd to throw; 
He ſhook the Lance; and See, he cry'd, if Mine 
Reach not the Mark; a Surer Dart than Thine ! 

He ſaid, and threw; the Spear with forceful Sway 
| Broke, thro the ſolid Shield, it's deſtin'd Way; 69 5 
| Thro' 
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Thro' every Steely Plate, and Brazen Fold, 

Thro' thick Bull-hides, around the Buckler roll'd , 
Thro' the ſtrong Cuiraſs flew the furious Dart, 
Transfixt his Breaſt, and panted in his Heart. 

From the wide Wound in yain the Lance he tore, 700 
The purple Soul came floating from the Gore. 
Don ſunk the Youth; his rattling Arms reſound ; 
He ſpurns, and grinds in Blood the hoſtile Ground. 
Then, as he ſtrode, exulting, o'er the Dead, 

| Thus to th' Arcadian Train the Victor ſaid: 705 
Go be this Meſſage to Your Maſter known; 

Such as the Sire deſerv'd, I ſend the Son; 

Unbrib'd, Unſought, his Relicks I beſtow, 

If Funeral Honours can relieve his Woe. 

Dear for the Trojan's Friendſhip has he paid |--- 710 
Then, with his Foot he preſt the proſtrate Dead ; 
Seiz'd his Embroider'd Belt, a glorious Prey, 

And from his Boſom rent the Prize away. 

In this rich Belt, with precious Gold inlaid, 

His utmoſt Art EurxyTion had diſplay'd. 715 
Here, thick emboſt, the Fifty Daughters ſhed 

Their Conſorts Blood, and ſtain'd the Bridal Bed; 

The rais'd bold Figures, All Divinely- bright, 

Came out, and ſtood Projecting to the Sight. 
| P pp 2 Tuts 
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Tuts Spoil, proud Funn vs with triumphant Eyes 720 
Surveys; and glories in the Coſtly Prize. 


Bur Man, too haughty in a proſperous State, 


Gros blind, and heedleſs of his future Pate | 


The Time ſhall come, when Tuzxnvus, in Difmay, 
Shall mourn theſe Spoils, and this Victorious: Day; 725 
Shall wiſh, too late! the Golden Belt unſought, 

And curſe the Trophies he ſo dearly bought! 


Wir Groans and Tears th' Arcadians; on a Shield, 


Hear back their breathleſs Leader from the Field. 


Tavs to thy Father's Arms doſt Thou retire, 730 
Brave Youth, the Grief and Glory of thy Sire 
O early loſt | with Strength and Beauty grac'd ! 
This, thy Firſt Day of Warfare, was thy Laſt ! 
vet didſt Thou ſcatter Death thro' half a Hoſt ; 
And, ere thy Own, a Thouſand Lives were loſt! 735 


Now by Spectators, not the Voice of Fame, 
To Troy's great Chief theſe mournful Tidings came; 
That round his Friends, on Danger, Danger grows, 
Who claim his Aid, encompaſt by the Foes. 


# . 
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Wir his huge weighty Sword, without Delay, 740 
Thro' bleeding Ranks he cleaves an ample Way. 

Thee, Tuxnus, Thee he ſeeks along the Plain, 

Proud of the Spoils of hapleſs PALLAS ſlain, 
The Genial Feaſt, the Son, the Sire eombin'd, 
Leagues, Friendſhip, All came ruſhing on his Mind. 745 


Four Youths by Sumo, Four by Urzxs bred, 
Unhappy Victims] deſtin d to the Dead, 
He ſeiz d Alive, to offer on the Pyre, | 
And ſprinkle with their Blood the Funeral Fire. 
At Macus next his furious Spear he caſt, 43:44) 730 
But o'er his Head the. quivering Weapon paſt ; 
The Wretch embrac'd his Knees, and try'd with Art, 
To bend his ſtern, inexorable Heart. 
By Thy dead Father's Shade, thy Suppliant ſpare! 
By all the Hopes of thy ſurviving Heir 756 
Preſerve, Victorious Prince, this. Life alone, 
To glad a longing Father and a Son | 
High in- my Dome, are Silver Talents roll'd, 
With Piles of Labour'd and Unlabour'd. Gold. 
Theſe, to procure my Ranſom, I reſign ; 760 
The War depends not on a Life like Mine! 
One, One poor Life, can no ſuch Difference yield, 
Nor 'turn the mighty Ballance of the Field | 
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Tur Talents, (cry'd the Prince) Thy treafur'd Store, 
Keep for thy Sons; but talk of Terms no more. 965 
Your Chief, when PAL L As he depriv'd of Breath, 
Left no Conditions but Revenge and Death. 

So deems my Living Son ; My Sire Below ; 
And, from This Sword, demand the Life of Every Foe. 
This faid ; he ſeiz d his Helm; and, while he pray'd, 770 
Deep-bury'd in his Neck the flaming Blade. 


AroLLo's Prieſt, Illuſtrious EMox's Son, 
In purple | Robes and radiant Armour ſhone. | 
The Sacred Fillets bind his Brows in vain! 
Swift flies the gawdy Warrior o'er the Plain, 775 
Beneath the Prince the hapleſs Victim dies, | 
And Fate in endleſs Slumber ſeals his Eyes. 
SextsTUs ſtrips his Arms; a Coſtly Load; 
A Trophy deſtin d to the Thracian God. 


Uu ko, the Marfian Chief, exerts his Might, 780 
And valiant Ca cuLus renews the Fight; 
Againſt the Prince he warms the Troops in vain ;--- 
He pours, He ſtorms, He thunders thro' the Plain; 
+M ARS. | Lops 
3 F 
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Lops warlike Anxus's Arm; the Hand and Shield 
Drop down, an uſeleſs Burthen on the Field. 785 
Before, he vaunted, and he ſeem'd to riſe | 
In his proud Thought, exalted, to the Skies. 

But ah! in vain he raisd his haughty Mind, 

With the fond Hope of Years on Years behind ! 

In Arms great TARGuTTus all-blazing ſtood, 790 
Sprung from a Dryad and a Sylvan God. 

Full in the Hero's Front he dar'd appear, 

But thro' his Shield and Corſlet flew the Spear. 

Then as he pray'd, and beg'd his Life in vain, 

He lopp'd his Head, that roll'd along the Plain. 795 
The Trunk ſtill beating on the Ground below, 

Thus in proud Triumph ſpoke his conquering Foe : 
Lie, mighty Warrior, there! no Mother's Hand 

Shall now interr Thee in thy Native Land. 
But hungry Beaſts thy wretched Corſe ſhall tear, 800 
The Fiſhes of the Flood, and Fowls of Air. 
Lycas and brave AN Tus next he kill'd, 


Fierce as they fought, the Champions of the Field. 
Numa, and fair CAMERTES then he flew, 


Who from bold VoLsczNs his proud Lineage drew, 805 
By 
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By far the Wealthieſt of the Latian Train; 
And Soft Au vA own'd his eaſy Reign. 


A as, of old, the huge ON ſtood 

Engag'd in Battle with the thundering God; 

Shook high Olympus with the dire Alarms, 810 
And wag' d the War with all his Hundred Arms; 

Long Flames from Fifty Mouths the Fiend 2 

Back to the Skies, and anſwers Fires with Fires; : 
As many ſhining Swords he ſhook, and held, 

Oppos d to every Bolt, a ponderous Shield. 815 
So, when his recking Sword in Blood was dy 'd, 
Fought the brave Prince, and rag'd on every Side, 


N ow fierce he ruſh'd againſt Nyrhæus' Car, 
Who ſhone Conſpicuous in the Ranks of War; 
With wild Affright the ſtartled Steeds beheld 20 
The towering Heroe blazing o'er the Field, 

' Flew back, and caſt their Maſter on the Plain; 
Then whirl'd the bounding Chariot to the Main. 


LiGER and Lucacus next came in View; 
Drawn by White Courſers thro the Troops they flew; 825 
Two haughty Brothers ; That, the Courſers, ſway'd ; 
This brandiſh'd high in Air the glittering Blade. 
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Their Threats the T79jan Chief diſdain'd to bear, 
Ruſh'd on, and ſhook aloft the pointed Spear. 

No Phrygian Plains are here, (proud Lic x ſaid,) 8 30 
Nor Theſe the Steeds of Agde DloM EDE; 

You ſcape not This, as orice Acari LE S' Car j | 
Here Ends thy Life, and Here ſhall End the War! 
Thus the mad Boaſter--but, devoid of Fear, 

The Prince, in Anſwer, launch'd his whizzing Spear. 835 
Then, while the Brother, bending 6'er the Horſe, 
With his keen Javelin urg'd their fiery Courſe, 

And, with one Foot protended, ruſh'd to Fi ght, 

The Lance, That Inſtant, wing' d its fatal Flight; 
Beneath the ſhining, Margin of the Shield, 840 
Swift thro' the Groin the pointed Javelin held. 

Down finks the Warrior with a dreadful Sound, 

And, grim in Death, lies groveling on the Ground. 
The Conquering Prince beheld him as he bled, 

And thus, in Scornful Terms, beſpoke the Dead: 845 
Nor were Your Courſers Slow; nor Vain Affright 

At empty Shadows turn'd Your Steeds to Flight ; 
Yourſelf, brave L cA Gus, forſook the Car, 

And, vaulting on the Field, declin'd the War! 
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And wait Thy Brother to the Realms below! 860 
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This kid; he ſeiz'd' the Coutfers by the Rein ; 850) 
When thus the Brother, caſt upon the Plain, K 
With lifted Hands implor'd the Chief in vain : | 
Now by Thy-ſelf, thy Mercy I implore; 

By Thoſe who ſuch a Godlike Heroe bore, | 
This forfeit Life, Divine EN EAS, Spare, 9 e( ok Bro | 
And with foft Pity liſten to my Pray'r--- 
In far, far different Terms you talk d before; 


Die chen, (replies the Prince) and Plead no more; 
G0 l— tis a Brother's Part in Duty go, 


* — 


He rais'd the Sword aloft, as thus he ſaid, 
And in his Boſom plung'd the pointed Blade. 


| Thu 8, like a Storm or Torrent, o'er * Ground: | 

' He ruſh'd, and ſpread the Slaughter wide- around; 

Till from their Works, ſo long beſieg d in vain, 865 
Break forth Azcanius and the Trojan Train. 


Waits thus the Battle bled; Imperial Jovs 
Addreſt his Conſort in the Realms above, 
As Both from Heaven ſurvey d the Deathful Scene :. 
Say, Silter-Goddeß, and 8 Beautcous OS. . 870 
| | Still, 


* _ 
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Still, is it ſtill Your Thought, that VENUS“ Care 
Supports her favour'd Trojans in the War? 

See | how the Martial Bands encreaſe in Might? 
Strong from their Wounds ! and vig'rous for the Fight 
Can ſuch brave Heroes, who ſuch Dangers prove, 875 
Depend for Succour on the Queen of Love? 


AnD Why, my Lord, ſubmiſſive, ſhe rejoyn d, 
Theſe Words ſevere, to rack might anxious Mind ? 
Did ſtill your Love (as ſure it ſhould) remain, 
A Wife and Siſter might not plead in vain, 880 
That from the Field poor Tux N us may retire, 
Exempt from Death, and glad his longing Sire.— 
But let him die, fince Jovs has fo decreed !-— 
To glut the Trojan Vengeance let him bleed 
And yet his Birth might ſome Diſtinction claim, 885 
Since from our own Celeſtial Line he came. | 
To Thy. great Name due Honours has he paid, 
And rich Oblations on Thy Alars laid ! 
Thus ſpoke the ſuppliant Queen; and thus replies, 
In brief, th' Almighty Sovereign of the Skies ; 890 


Is 'tis your ' Prayer to ſpare his forfeit Breath, 
By a Short Reſpite of approaching Death ; 
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Snatch Him this Inſtant from the fatal Hour. 

This Grace We grant Him 3-« and We grant no more. 
For if You beg his deſtin'd Life to ſpare; 895 
Or turn the Courſe and Fortune of the War ; 

Vain Your Requeſt, and Vain Your Hope appears-- 

To whom, once more, the Penſive Queen, with Tears: 


AnD what, My Lord, if You reverſe the Doom? 

| Spare dear Youth, and five him from the Tomb ! 

Ev'n from your Soul, this Grace if You will give, 901 
(Which ſcarce you promiſe) that He yet may live. 
Ah! now I ſee, or in my Fears portend, 

The Guiltleſs, Youth approaching to his End! 

But may thoſe Fears, my Sovereign Lord, be vain 

And Your Almighty Pow'r recall his Doom again! 906 


Tuts ſaid; with Momentary Speed ſhe flies, 

Wrap'd in a winged Whirlwind, down the Skies; 

In ſable Storms ſhe drives the Clouds before; 

Then to the Fields of Fight her Courſe. ſhe bore: 910 

There, in Anzas' Shape, a figur d Shade 

Of light impaſſive Air, the Goddeſs made. 

A Trojan Speat the Spectre ſeem d to, wield, 

| Wore a proud, Creſt and imitated. Shield; 
p. And 
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And, like the Chief, came towering o er the Plain. 


And ſuch the gliding Spectres of the Dead.) 


The threatening Phantom made his bold Advance, 


On Tux us call'd, and ſhook his airy Lance. 920 
The Daunian Prince his ſounding Javelin threw; 1 
While, with Diſſembled Fear, the Phantom fle w. 

Deluded Tux us thought the Trojan fled, 5 

Burn'd with new Hopes, and thus, exulting, faid : - 1 6 
Flies then Anzas, to his Fears reſign d. 925 

And leaves a Princeſs Royal Bed behind? 


The Land, for which he croſt the Stormy Wave, | 
This Arm ſhall give-He here ſhall find a Grave! 2 | 


Then ſhook his Sword, and chas d him thro' the War ; | 
But his ſhort Triumph ſoon was loſt in Air | 930 | 


By chance a Ship ſtood anchor d by the ls 6 0 
(Which late, from Clifum, King Os 1810s, bore) 
Cloſe-ſhelter'd by a Rock, that breaks the Tides ; 

The Planks were  ready-laid, to climb her lofty Sides, 

Swift to her darkſom Hold the Shade withdrew 95 33 
As ſwift glad Tovxn vs to the Veſſel flew. 1e wh A 
| . | bog £ That 


That Inſtant. * xo cut che Cords away, 

Unmoor'd the Bark, and launch d ber on the Sea. 
Meantime AN EAS ſeeks his abſent Foe, 

And ſends Whole Squadrons to the Ghoſts wow. 940 
No more for, Shelter now the Phantom flies, 

But plata, aloft, and mixes with the Skies. 

While Tuznus far in Open Ocean fails, 

(The Veſſel waſted by the riſing Gales,) 
Many a Long Look, back on the Battle bends, 945 
And hears the Cries of his Forſaken Friends; 

On ſuch hard Terms abhors to live, and rears 

* Hands and Wit in Anguiſh, to the Stars: 


n are My Crimes, PRO Jovs, that claim 
This Endleſs. Infamy to blaſt my N ame? 9 50 


This dreadful Doom is too Severe by far; 

This Load of Life is more than I can bear! 

Whence came I here! and whither am I borne? 

How could I fly ?---ah | how ſhall I return? 

Oh! with what Eyes can I behold again 955 
Yon' Regal Walls, or yon' deſerted Train? | 
How will my Friends purſue My Name with Hate? 
By Me, their Worthy. Chief, expos d to Fate 

. * | . Thoſe 
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Thoſe Friends (Ye Gods!) I left on yonder Plain, 
In My Curſt Cauſe and Quarrel, to be lain ! 

Ha !---now I ſee em fly, or bite the Ground! 
I hear, I ſtart at every dying Sound ! 
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What, What, can now be done ?---on Land or Sea 


What Gulf will open for a Wretch like Me ? 


Ye Winds, Ye Storms, Your Pity I implore, 96 0 
Drive, Drive my Bark on ſome rough Rocky Shore, 
Where, nor my Friends, nor F ame, may ever find me more!] 


Tals ſaid; the Prince debates, by Shame oppreſt, 


Whether to plunge the Faulchion in his Breaſt ; 
Or from the Veſſel leap amid the Main, 

Swim back, and mingle in the Fight again. 
Thrice on each bold Reſolve his Soul was bent; 
And Thrice great ]uxo check'd the raſh Intent. 
The Goddeſs wafts him down, ſecure from Harms, 


970 


Lands, and reſtores him to his Father's Arms. 975 


Mrzzrrius now, infpird by Jovz's Commands, 
Succeds the Chief, invades the Trojan Bands. 

On Him, and Him alone the Tſcans ran, 

With all their Darts; an Army on a Man. 
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: But, like a Rock, the dire Alarms 0 
| A Rock, whoſe Sides projet into the F lood ; & 


That hears, above, the furious Whirlwind blow, 


And ſees the frothy Billows break below; 
But ſtands Unmoy d, Majeſtically high, 


And braves che idle Rage of Ocean and the . 98 5 


2 - Biaor4Dotucion's Son the Monarch flew ; 
Next on the trembling Laracus he flew; 

Fierce in his Hand a ponderous Stone he took, 
And on his Viſage daſh'd the broken Rock ; 

Then drove thro' Paiuvus Knee the pointed Steel ; 990 
And left the Warrior groveling where he fell. 

His glittering Arms young Lavsus' Shoulders ſpread, 
And the plum'd Helmet nodded o'er his Head. 

Next Ev As bleeds beneath his vengeful Spear, 

With Mimas, Pais Friend and bold Compeer ; 3 995 
Tazano bore him when the Queen of Troy, 
Pregnant with Flame, produc'd the fatal Boy; 


Vet in his Native Land was PaR Is lain | 
But hapleſs MIM AS on a Foreign Plain! 


Ap as ſome mighty Boar, who long has fed 1000 


High on the rough Aerial Mountain's Head, 


2 Hezaus Chas d 
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Chas'd by the Hounds, ſhoots down the banging Brow 
With 8 peed Impetuous to the Vale below ; 
When on the Toils the 1 Monſter flies, l 
O'er his bent Back the ſtarting Briſtles riſe ; 1005 
Stopp'd and entangled, now he foams with Ire; 

Now his red Eye-balls glare with living Fire. . 
The Clamorous Hunters, Cautious to engage, © 
With Shouts and Darts a diſtant Combate wage ; | | 
He turns, he grinds his Teeth; and, void of Fear, 1010 
Shakes his huge Sides, and ſheds the- ſcatter'd War. | | 
Thus, (tho' inflam'd with juſt Revenge they ſtand) | 
None dare engage the Monarch hand to hand ; 1 
But from afar their Miſſile Darts they fling, | 
And with loud Shouts provoke the raging King. 1015 


AcRroNn, of Argive Race, for Fame had fled 
The Joys of Love, and left the Spouſal Bed. 
In Purple Plumes he tower'd, with gaudy Pride, 
Grac'd with the Favours of his beauteous Bride. 
The Tuſcan King beheld him from afar, 1020 
Scatt'ring the Ranks, and glittering thro' the War. 


ie: 4 when a Lion, that with Hunger bold, 
Roams grimly round the Fences of the Fold, 15 
Rrr e eee 


. : 2 5 7 FX = Fr I 2 — — Wo 2 "ES 
7 £24 % nity | 0” <# | oY 
496 V s NE ook X. 
” \ 
| - 


Spies a tall Goat, the Chief of all the Train, 

Or beamy Stag, High- ſtalking o'er” the Plain; 10235 
His horrid Mane he rears, he runs, he flies, 5 
Expands his Jaws, and darts upon the Prize 

The Prize he rends, with a tremendous Roar, 

And, growling, rages in a Foam of Gore! | 
Thus, on th' embattled Foes, MzzzenTius flew, 1030 
And Acron in the Pride of Beauty flew, 

His guſhing Blood the broken Dart diſtains, 

| And, as he falls, he ſpurns the hoſtile Plains. 


Now round the King the growing Slaughters ſpread) 
Who ſcorn'd to kill Oxopzs as he fled; 1035 
But, with preventive Speed, Mrz zxrius ran, | 
Turn'd ſhort, and bravely fought him, Man to Man; 
Then preſt him with his Foot and Lance; and cries; } 
Behold, Behold, my Friends, no Vulgar Prize | 
Lo! vanquiſh' d by Your King, the great Oxopss dies. | 
A ſudden Tranſport fires the martial Train, 

And Shouts of Triumph echo round the Plain. 
When thus the dying Chief; inſulting Foe! 

Soon, like my Own, ſhall. Thy proud Head lie low. 
Vengeance is on the Wing; black Fate is Nigh; 1045 
And Here, ev'n Here, art Thou foredoom'd to Die-- | 
| However 
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However, Die Thou firſt! the King reply d, 
(All-grimly | ſmiling with diſdainful Pride; 
And let Your boaſted Jovs for Me provide. 
Then from the Corſe the bloody Dart he drew; 1050 
The Shades of Death came hoyering o'er his View. 
Slow, in dim Miſts, the heavy Vapours riſe, 

And in Eternal Slumber ſeal his Eyes. 
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Now by brave Cx DI us, ALCAaTHOUS fell; 
Hypasrzs ſunk beneath SARA oR's Steel; 1055 
His weighty Spear the valiant Rar o threw, Pigs 
And mighty ORSES and ParTHENIUS flew. 
CLonius the next by NETTUNBE's Son was lain, 
And ExicsTes preſt the bloody Plain: 
This, on the Ground, the Godlike Heroe kill'd; 1060 
That his mad Courſer caſt upon the Field. it 


NE xx, Tuſean VALERUS, as Ads ſtrode 
Before the Ranks, Thy Javelin drank his Blood. | 
Thy Faulchion, 84 L Ius, pierc'd ATRONIUS Side ; 
The hapleſs Victor by NRALOEs died, 15 1065 
Skill'd or to dart the Lance, or bend the Bow, 
And reach from far the Unſuſpeting Foe. | 
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Tus God of War, in equal Ballance, held 
The Rage, the Woes, and Slaughters of the Field. 
Fix d on the Spot, the Troops diſdain to ly; 1070 
By Turns, the Vanquiſfid and the Victors die. 
From Realms of Light, th" Immortal Powers inclin d 
Their Eyes, and mourn the Havock of Mankind! 
Here Heaven's Imperial Queen; and Venus, there, 
Lean forward from the Sky to view the War;, 1075 
While pale TIsTrHñONE, with dire Alarms, 1 
Inflames the riſing Rage, and calls the Hoſt to Arms. 


Now his vaſt Spear aloft MzzenTius held; 
Haughty and High he moves, and blazes. o'er the Field. 
80 thro mid Ocean when Oxron ſtrides, 1080 
His Bulk Enormous towers above the Tides 70 

So, when he. graſps. in his tremendous Hand, | 
Some Mountain Oak, and ftalks along the Land. 
Above the Clouds his ample Shoulders riſe, 30 88 

And his huge Stature heaves into the Skies | 1085 


AN EAS mark'd. the Heroe from afar, | 
And thro' the Ranks ruſh'd furious to the War, 
£2 The 
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The Heroe ſtands collected in his Might, 
Defies the Godlike Prince, and waits the Fight. 
Soon as He ſaw the mighty Chief advance n 
Within due Diſtance of his flying Lance, We 
Now, Now,. my Spear, and conquering. Hand (he cry'd) 
(MzzznTIius owns no Deity beſide ß) 
Aſſiſt my Vow ; Succeed my martial Toils; , .._ 
To ſtrip yon Pirate of his bloody Spoil 1195 
Thou, Lavsus! Thou, Exxas Arms ſhalt. bear. 
A Living Trophy of my Deeds in War! 
He faid, and hurl'd the Javelin. o er the Field, ER > Br 
That ſung and glanc'd obliquely from the Shield; 
But held it's furious Courſe, and, turning wide, 1100 
Drove deep the Point in great An rHo RES side: 
The great AxrHokESs, (an Illuſtrious Name,))))) 
EvaAxDER's Gueſt, from antient AxGos came ;, 
Late in th' Arcadian Court he made Abode ; 
Arcwar former. Friend, and Partner of the God. 1 105: 


But now, Unhappy !|--by Another's Wound: ; 
He bleeds, he falls, he welters on the Ground; 
And, while he caſt to Heaven his Swimming Eyes, 
Turns his. laſt Thoughts on ARrgos, as he dies! 


Naxr 
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Na xx his ſtrong Lance the Piovs Trojan caſt; i110 
Swift thro' the ſhining Orb the Javelin paſt, 
Thro' Linnen Plaits, a tripple Brazen Fold, 
And three Bull-hides, around the Buckler roll'd ; 
Deep pierc'd his Groin, and there its Fury ſtay d 
The ſtreaming Blood the Chief with Joy ſurvey'd; 111 5 
Then from the Sheath the ſhining Faulchion drew, 
And furious on the wounded Monarch flew. 

Ta1s ſees brave Lavsvs, his Illuſtrious Son, 
Fears for His Danger, and forgets his Own ; 
And, while Grief, Rage and Love his Boſom fire, r 1 2, 
Sighs, weeps and runs, to diſengage his Sire. 


Here then, if future Times will Credit give, 


Thy Praiſe, Heroic Youth! ſhall ever live; 

Poor, pitied Youth !--in Life's firſt ea rly Bloom, 
Snatch'd from the World, and hurri'd to the Tomb! 1125 
Incumber'd by the Spear that pierc'd the Shield, 

With tir'd, Slow Steps, the Monarch quits the Field. 


Forth ſprings the Son againſt the Trojan Lord, 


And ruſh'd beneath the long-deſcending Sword; + 

Flies to prevent the meditated Blow, © 1130 
And guard his bleeding Father from the Foe. 
1 5 His 
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His Friends, with Darts, the Prince at Diſtance ply, 
And with their loud Applauſes rend the Shy: 

The Heroe rages, as the Javelins play d, 
And lies collected in the Buckler's Shade. 1135 


As when the rattling Hail, Impetuous, pours, | 
And the wide Field ſmoaks with the ruſhing Show'rs, 
To the ſafe ſhelving Banks the Swains repair, 

Or to ſome Cavern'd Rock; and, ſhelter'd there; 
Wait till the furious Tempeſt break away; 1140 
And then renew the Labours of the Day. 

So, ply'd: by Showers of Javelins from afar, 

The Chief ſuſtain d the Tempeſt of the War 

On his; broad Shield ; and thus the Godlike Mann 
Exhorts, and begs, and threats the Youth in vain: 1145 
Whither, to Death, ah! Whither wou'dſt thou run, 
And tempt a Hand far mightier. than thy own? 

Ah! yet poor Lavsus! from the Field remove; 

You fly to Ruin, urg d by Filial Love. 


H warn d in vain; the Youth the Prince defies; 11 50 
Till all his dreadful Wrath began to riſe; 1 
The Fates prepare their Sheers; the Dardan Lord 


Unſheaths, and whirls aloft the thund ring Sword : 
The 
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The thund'ring Sword, wich all bis Force apply d, 
Furious he drove, and bury d in his ide. 1155 
The thrilling Point, with boundleſs Rage impreft, 
Pierc'd the light Buckler, and the Golden Veſt, 
Which his Fond Mother's Hands embroider'd o'er; 

And his fair Ivory Breaſt was ſtain d with Crimſon Gore 
The Penſive Spirit leaves the Corſe behind, 1160 
Flies to che Shades, and mixes with the Wind)! 


Bur, when the Pious Godlike Prince of Troy | 

Saw the Pale Viſage of the hapleſs Boy 
In Death's laft Agonies; a Groan he drew | 
Deep from his Heart; nor cou'd he bear the View. 1165 
His Soul now melts with Stern MzzznTrius' Woe, 
And in the Wretched Sire forgets the Foe. © 
Then to the Boy he reach'd his Hand, and faid; 
To Worth like Thine, what Honours can be paid 2 
Lamented Youth, too early loſt! Receive 1170 
The Sole Reward a generous Foe can give: 
Lo! I reſtore thy Arms, Unhappy Boy; 
Thy Sword and Buckler, late thy only Joy ; 
Vet Lausus, evn in Death, be this Your Pride, 
That by the Great Anzas' Hand You di'd. 1175 
| „ FFC Ny; = "Wat 
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Then round the Corſe he calls his Social Train; 

And rears. Himſelf the Warrior from the Plain. 

But ah! how chang'd . with Blood disfigur'd oer; 
And his fair Treſſes all- deform'd with Gore 

Mz ANT TIME, retir'd to Tyber's flowery Bounds, 1180 

In the cool Stream to bathe his glowing Wounds, 

The Wretched Father (Father now no more !)- 

In Sullen Sorrow” reſted on the Shore; 

Lean'd on an Oak, with Pain and Anguiſh ſtung, 

And from a Bough his Brazen Helmet hung. 1185 
His heavier Arms lie ſcatter d o'er the Plain. e 
Round the fad Monarch wait the duteous Train: 

As, (o'er his Breaſt his hoary Beard declin'd,) 

The Chief enjoy'd the Freſhneſs of the Wind Y 

Much of his Lausvs, aſks the penſive Sire; 1190 
Sends oft in vain, and warns him to retire. | 
Whien' lo | his Soldiers bear him on a Shield, 

Pale, ſtretch'd in Death, and breathleſs, from the Field. 
Deep in his Side appear'd the grizly Wound; 
His groaning Friends attend, and mourn around. 1195 


Fa off, that Peal of Groans the Father knew, 
And Duſt oer all his hoary Locks he threw ; 
8 NN To 
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His Hands; and, hovering o'er, embrace d the Dead : 

And oh! can Life, (he cry d) ſuch Pleaſure give? . 1 200 
And bleeds My Laus us, that his Sire may live? 

Have I then loſt Thy Life, and ſav d my Own ? 

Sav'd by the Death of my dear murder d Son! 

In My Defence cou d Such a Son expire? . 
A Son like Him, for ſuch a Guilty Sire! 1205 
Now, Now, I feel an Exile's Woe; the Smart 

Of this deep Wound lies raging at my Heart. 

'Tis keen, tis ſharp, tis terrible at laſt ! 

Nor half the Bitterneſs of Life is paſt ! 5 | 8 
On thy fair Fame, my Son, I left a Stain, 1210 
| | Driv'n by my People from my Native Reign; 
| To Them; ta Thee, my murther'd Child! I owe 
4 | All, All the Deaths ſuch Guilt ſhou'd moms 

| And yet 1 lire, and ſee the Golden Light! EY! 
But ſoon will leave it, for, FR loath the Sigel 1218 
| d ſaid; wich Rage, and al and Valour boiling high, 

The Monarch rear'd him on his. halting Thigh ; _ 

And, tho his Wou nd retards him in his Speed, 

He calls, In patient, for the Warrior, Steed; 
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„„ 


Boox X. VIRGILUs ANEID. 499 


The Steed, his Pride, his Solace, and Delight, b. 1 2 20 a 
That bore him ſtill Victorious from the F ight. CET ; ; F 
Then, as he droop d, and hung his penſive Head, 

He clapp d the generous Horſe, and thus he faid : 

Rn «Bus, we Long have livd (i Length there be 3 
In Mortal Life ;) — tis now too Long for Mel 1225 
Soon ſhalt thou bear me from the bloody Fray, NY 
And 'bring ENEAS Head and Spoil away; FEE. 
With thy lov'd Lord on yon” deteſted Plain, : | 
Avenge my Son, my darling Lavsus lain, 2 3 
And ſhare together, in the dire Debate, 4 80 1230 
One common Conqueſt, or one common Fate. 15 8 5 | 
For Thou wilt ſcorn, I truſt, the Rule abhorr d, | | 
And * baſe Burthen of a Feen Lord. ah 


Tr1s faid; the Heroe mounts the generous Horſe, . | 
And to the Foe direds his furious Courſe. — 12 235 | | 
High on his Head the creſted Helm he wore, 
And in his Hand the Steely Javelin bore. 
His conſcious Valour, his recoiling Shame, 4 
Grief, Wrath and Fury, ſet his Soul on Flame. 5 5 
Thrice on Zxz4s' Name he calls from far, 1646 
Who hears the Challenge, and accepts the War, 

1 82 8 
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| 


strike then, and uſe thy preſent Fortune ;-—Strike-- 


Preſt and fatigu d with ſuch Unequal _ 
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So may, Great Jove, and He, the God of Light, 
Inſpire thy Soul, to ſtand the proffer'd Fight! 
The Heroe cry d; then made his bold Advance, 
Fierce o er the Field, and ſhook the flaming Lance. 1245 
And why, reply d the King, this Vaunting Strain; 
The Father periſh'd, when the. Son was flain! - 


Death, and the Fabled Gods, I ſcorn alike. 
No more---I came. to dis; but firſt beſtow — 1250 


"This parting . Preſent on the Murtherous Foe. 


Swift as the Word, the Vengeful Dart he ſped; 
Lance after Lance, in ſwift Succeſſion, fled ; 
Then, in a, ſpacious. Ring, he rode the Field, 


And vainly plyd th impenetrable Shield; 1355 
Thrice round the Chief in rapid Circles flew, 


And at each Flight a pointed Jayelin threw. 


Collected in Himſelf, the Heroe bears, 47 4a ds 5, 
On the broad, _— nn Grove — % 


Bur now the mas als of Daluy 1260 
A ö 


( * determin di to 2 his Might) - 
e "with 


Springs forth; and aims his Favelin's kurios Courfe © 
Betwixt the Temples of che Fiery Horſe. y I 2 6 5 
Stung - to the Braiti the Hotſe begins 
Paw with his plunging Feet, and fafh the Air. 
Headlong at laſt, and madding with the Steel, 
Full on the Shoulder of his Lord he felt. 1 
The Hoſts with Clamours tempeſt all the Skies. 1270 
With his dran Sword the fierce EN: As fie: 
And where is now the lofty Strain (he cryd © 
Of Stern MezenTrus, and the Scornful Pride? 


WIr half. recover d Life, the King replies; 
(And, as he ſpeaks, ſtares wildly at the Skies ;) 1275 
Why, Why, Inſulting Foe, this Waſte of Breath ” 
To Souls determin'd, and reſolv'd on Death? 
In that fond Hope to Battle did I fly; 

And fought far leſs to Conquer than to Die. 
My Son, when Nlaughter'd in the martial Strife, 1280 
Made no ſuch Contract for his Father's Life; 3 
A Worthleſs Gift, to live at Thy Command! 


Nor wou' d 1 take it from His Murd'rer's Hand! x 92 | 


But, if a Vanquiſh'd Foe This Grace may crave, 
Oh! let me find the Refuge of a Gravel 1285 
1 Too 


502 VIRGIEs A NEITD. 


— — 


Book X. 


— . - — 4 - 


— Gs S—_— * _— 1 


— — n r 5 
re — — 1 2 . a: 


Too well my Subjects Vengeance have I known; 
Then Suat ard py, Corſe; and Jay me. by- my Son. 
Grant, Grant chat Pleafiire, ere I yield my Breath, 
To ſhare his Dear Society in Death | 
This ſaid; the willing Warrior to the Foe 
Extends his Throat, and courts the fatal Blow. 
The Oy —_ bs. 8 e 24118 ; 


yg 


— —_ — 


| | | The End of the Tenth Bo ox. 
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Eleventh Book of the A N E I D. N 


The ARGUMENT. 


Eneas erefts a Trophy of the Spoils of Mezentius, grants a Truce 
for Burying the Dead, and ſends Home the Body of Pallas with 
great Solemnity. Latinus calls a Council to propoſe Offers of Peace 
to Eneas, which occaſions great Animoſities between Turnus and 
Drances. In the mean time there js a ſharp Engagement of the 
Horſe; wherein Camilla Armas 7 ; 15 s hilled; and the Latine 
Troops are entirely en, n 


OW, o'er r this Wares Av URO AA rais'd her Head ; 
The Chief, (tho” eager to interr the Dead, 
And to the wretched Father's Arms to ſend 
The Relicks of his Dear departed Friend ;) 

Firſt to the Gods diſcharg'd a Victor's Vows, 5 

And bared an Oak of all her verdant Boughs. 


High 


— — ———— —————— — , ” 


ff 7 4 


- 
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High on 2 tofey, Point the Trunk he plac'd, 

Which wh. MzzznT1us', radians Arms. he: auch ; 
The ſhiver'd Lances that the Monarch bore, i 

The Plumy Creſt that. dropp'd with recent Gore; 10 
The Cuitaks next; transfixt in every Part 

By the keen J ein or che flying Dart. 

Then on the left, the Brazen Shield was ty'd ; 
And the hack d Sword hung glittering at the Side. 
Thus the rich Spoils he rais d aloft in Air, 

A Trophy Sacred to the God of War. 
Then to his Friends, a glad Triumphant Train, 
Aſſembled round their Chief, che Prince began: 


15 


Dis uiss your Fears; the high Exploit is Oer; 

The Great, the Stern MEZ ENTIUVSs is no more! 20 
Lo] where an Omen of Succeſs he ſtands,  _ 

The glorious. Trophy of your Leader's Hands | 

When Heaven permits, our Standard to. diſplay; 

To yon' proud Town, intrepid, break. your Way; 
And let your eager Hopes, devoid of Care, 
Fore-run the happy Fortunes of the War, 


25 


Now let our ſlaughter d F riends in Earth be laid, 
The laſt, laſt Honours, we can pay the Dead | 
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on thoſe brave Souls be Funeral Rites beſtow'd, 

Who bought this Country with their deareſt Blood ; 30 
But firſt the cold Remains of PALLAS ſend. 

To his gad Father, our Unhappy Friend; 

Since the dire Chance of War, in early od 
Condemns the valiant Heroe to the Tomb [ 


Tag to the Tent his haſty Courſe he ſped, 35 
Where old Acærxs fits, and guards the Dead. 8 
Evanpzr's Squire of old, in Fields he ſhone : 
A far leſs proſperous Comrade to the Son! 
His Friends; his Soldiers, and the Menial Train, 
With Tears bemoan the blooming Heroe ſlain ; 40 
With lamentable Cries, and Hair unbound, 

The Trojan Dames in Order ſtand around. 

Soon as Aneas paſt the lofty Door, 

With louder Groans the Warrior they deplore : 

They beat their Breaſts; Tears guſh from every Eye; 4 5 
The rich Pavilions to their Shrieks reply. 
His Head now raisd; the Pious Prince of Troy 
Saw the Pale Features of the hapleſs Boy; 

Saw the wide Wound amidſt his Ivory Breaſt | 


And, * a Flood of a the Dead addreſt: 50 
Ttt 1 thy LAMENTED. 


*. 
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Lari Youth! cou'd Fortune * intend 

_ To bleſs my Arms, but rob me of my Friend ? 

My Friend, I hop'd, (but ah! that Hope was vain |) J 
Wou'd ſhare the Glories of my opening Reign, | 
And, gay with Conqueſt, glad his Sire again. 351 

| Far other ' Promiſe to That Sire I paſt ! 

| 2 Nor thought thy Firſt, Firſt Warfare was thy Laſt: 

Then, when he ſent me to my high Command, 

The good old King, at parting, graſp'd my Hand, 
And told, with all a Friend's and Father's Care, 60 
With what fierce Nations we muſt wage the War. 
Now for his Son, perhaps, he leads the Shrine, 

And decks the Fane of every Power Divine; | 
While, with vain Pomp and many an empty Rite,. 

We bring him back his PALLas from the Fight, 65 

Pale, ſtretch'd in Death; and, in his lateſt Hour, 
Diſclaim'd by every ruthleſs Heavenly Pow'r ! 

Now, for theſe Triumphs, muſt thy mournful Eye 

See the Sad Funeral of thy Son go by! 

Such, hapleſs Monarch, are the Spoils We fend! © 7o 
Such, the vain Boaſt and Promiſe of Thy Friend! 
And yet He fell, by Toanus' Arms oppreſt, : 
His, Wounds all Fai air, and Honeſt, on the Breaſt! 
Better 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Better, than to prolong by Shame his Breath - 
Then hadſt Thou curſt Thy Age, and wiſh'd for Death 17 5 


Ah ! what a Chief have our Confederate Hoſt, 
And what a Friend, haſt Thou, ASCANIUS loft! 


Trvs, while a Stream of Tears he ſhed in vain, 
He bids 'em raiſe the Body of the Slain. 
A Thouſand Warriors from the Hoſt he choſe. 80 
To wait the Pomp, and ſhare the Father's Woes, 
The due Funereal Honours to compleat ; 
A Slender Solace, for a Loſs ſo Great! 
Soft bending Twigs they weave ; with Care they ſpread 
The ſwelling Fohage o'er the verdant Bed. 8 ö 
And decent on the Bier, difpoſe the Dead. 1 
There like a Flower he lay, with Beauty crown'd, af 
Pluck'd by ſome lovely Virgin from the Ground: 
The Root no more the Mother Earth fopplies, 
Yet ſtill th Unfaded Colour charms the Eyes 60 
Two rich Embroider'd Rebes EN RAS brought, 
Robes, which of old the Brian Princeſs wrought. | 
One, round the Body of the Youth, he ſpread, 
His laſt, laſt Gift! and One adorn'd his Head, 
Drawn o'er his F. ace, that when the Flames aſpire, 95 
With the fair Locks may feed the crackling Fire. | 
X Tet 2 Next 
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Next, in a Line, Darts, Helms and Steeds 3 A 
Won, ; by, zhimſelf; the Prizes of the War. A Hwa A £ 
Then with their pinion 'd Hands the Captives came, "oh 
Unhappy Youths !---devoted to the Flame! 100 
With fair Inſcriptions of the Foes he flew, 
The Nobleſt Chiefs, his glorious Trophies. dre wp. 
Supported by his Friends, with Woes oppreſt, N 
Acærzs tends. his Locks, and beats his Breaſt; 
This Moment, pauſes; then, in Sorrow drown'd, 105 
Breaks from their Arms, and grovels on the Ground. 

. All cover'd oer with Blood, ſucceeds a Train 

ia | © Of Hoſtile Cars in Honour of the Slain. 

E Stripp'd of his Trappings, and his Head declin d, 


Ero, his generous Warrior-Horſe, behind, 110 
Moves with a ſolemn, flow, Majeſtic Pace ; 
And the big Tears run rowling down his Face. 
Theſe, the young Hero's Lance and Hehnet bear; 
The reſt, the Victor ſeiz d, the Spoils of War. 
The Jrufan, Tigan and Arcadian Train, 60 15 
Trail their inverted Javelins on the Plain. 
The Pomp all paſt; thus Good ZAnzas ſaid, | 
With a deep Groan, low-bending o'er the Dead's —_ 
Hail, mighty Spirit Hail! With dire Alarm. 
The Fates recall us to the Rage of Arms, VN 20 
BUT And 
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And to New gcenes of Woe thy Friends campell ;= 
Farewell, Brave Prince, a long and laſt Farewell? 
This faid ; the Mournful Chief, without Delay, 

Back to the lofty Ramparts bent his Way. 


Now from the Lanan Court a Train were ſped, 125 


With "Wreaths of verdant Olives on their Head; 

Who aſk a Truce, to ſearch th' enſanguin'd Plain, 
And decent in their Graves diſpoſe the Slain. 

Beg, that his Wrath in Conqueſt may be laid, 

Nor wage a War, Relentleſs, with the Dead; 130 
But ſpare their Nation, late by Social Ties, 

By plighted Love, and Friendſhip, his Allies. 


And in theſe Words his generous Spul expreſt : 

What Fate, Ve Latians, urg'd your Minds fo far, 135 
To ſhun our Friendſhip, for this waſtful War? 

Glad would I. grant the Trupe, you zaſe for Thoſe | 

Who di'd in Eight, to my Surviving Foes.—— 

Had not the Fates gſſign d theſe, Realms beſore, 
I had not faild,o. your Hgſpenian Shore; 

I wage the War but in my gin Defence ; 

Not with your. People, but your Perjur d Prince. 

Firſt, 


hy b 
. 889 
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Firſt, from his League, Perfidious he withdrew ; 
Then to proud "Turn vs! Arms for Refuge flew. 
But let proud Toxxus ſtand ('tis juſt and Right) 145 
E The Terrors of this Arm in fingle Fight. 
25 Would he repell the Trojans from the Land? 
CES | En let him meet their General Hand to Hand! 
Soon wou' d be known, in Combate when we ſtrive, 
Which Heaven ordains, to Periſh or Survive. 150 
Go then, and burn your Slaughter'd Friends, that ſpread 
The purpled Fields; I war not with the Dead. 


Struck with the generous Speech, they ſtood amaz'd, 
And on each other, fixt in Wonder, gaz'd. 
When DRANCEs, senior of the Reverend Train, 15 5 
Th' Inveterate Foe of Tuxxus, thus began; | 
How ſhall my Tongue fo great a Prince proclaim, 
Whom Fame renowns ; whoſe Deeds tranſcend his Fame! 
Whoſe Force and Wiſdom, or in War or Peace, 
Thought ſcarce can equal; and no Words expreſs | 160 
Thy Anſwer will we ſoon report, and bring, 
To Thy Alliance, our deluded King. 
And let raſh Turnus Other Courts implore, 
His ſinking Cauſe and Intereſts to reſtore; 


While 


VG — — 
* 
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While We will lend our lab'ring Hands with Joy, *. 
To raiſe” this Fated OO) meas Second _ 


He ſaid; the reſt aſſent with equal Praiſe, 

And fix the Truce for Twelve ſucceeding Days. 
Meantime the Latin and the '77ojans rove 
Safe Oer the Hills, and mingle in the Grove. 170 
Now the tough Aſh the ſounding Aves ply; 
Ti unrooted Pines turn upward to the Sky. 

The Wedge divides, with many. a vigorous Stroke, 

The ſcented Cedar, and the ponderous Oak. 

And, nodding oer the Cars, (a mighty Load!) 175 
The length'ning Elms roll lumb'ring down the Road. 


Now Fans, the Meſſenger of Sorrow, bears 
The Death of Parras to the Father's - Ears; 
That on triumphant Wings with Pride, before, 
The glorious' Tidings of his Conqueſts bore. 180 
Strait ruſhing thro the Gates, the People ſtand 
In Ranks, a Funeral Torch in every Hand. 
The mingling Blaze a dreadful Splendor yields, FI] 
Flames to the Skies, and lightens all the Fields. 
The Phrygian Train approach, a Solemn Show, 1 9 5² 
And join the Mourners in the publick Woe. 
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Loud-ſhrick the | Matrons, as the Corſe appears, 
And the Whole City ſeems One Scene of Tears. 
But nought the wretched Father can reſtrain, 190 
He breaks, all- frantic, thro the parting. Train; 


Then on the Bier his aged Body threw, 


And kiſt his Son, as to the Corſe he grew, 

While from his Eyes the guſhing Sorrows flow: 

Fixt in a long dumb Agony of Woe, 

A Thouſand things in vain he ſtrove to ſay; 195 


But ſcarce could Theſe: for Anguiſh find | their Way : 


Is this Thy Promiſe then, (My Child,) with Care 
And cool Reſerve, to mingle in the War ? : 
Too well, alaſs! I knew, how Honour's Charms ; 
Wou'd fire thy Youth to ſeek the rough Alarms, 200 
In theſe thy firſt Eſſays, and Rudiments of Arms) |} 
Oh ! dire Eſſays too fond was thy Delight 

To learn the dreadful Leſſons of the Fight! 

Where now are all my Vows, (My PaLiLas) Where? 
Th' Unpitying Gods were deaf to Every Pray'r! 203 


— vv "_ _ Y 
- 
* 


How bleſt art Thou, Dear Partner of my Bed, 


Free from this Stroke, among the happier Dead! 

Thee, Heaven in Mercy ſnatch'd to Shades below ; _ 

Thee, Death deliver d from This Scene of Woe! 
2 , 
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I, in the Dregs of Age, O Cruel Dom! 210 

Uſurp on Nature, and defraud the Tomb; | 

Still live, and drag a Load of Sorrows on | 

Live---and (more terrible!) Survive my Son! 

Me, in the Battle, if the F oes had ſlain, | 

2 0 with my Force, I join d the Trojan Train, 215 
I (as I ſhou d) had periſh'd; and This State 

On the Dead Father, not the Son ſhou'd wait! 

Nor yet will I impute my murder'd Boy 

To You, O Warriors! or My Leagues with Troy. 

"Twas not Your Crime, my Friends, he fell fo Young ; 2 20 

No |---'tis the Father's, who has liv'd fo long, h 

With his Slain Son to blaſt his Cloſing Eye, 

And wiſh, in Bitterneſs of Soul, to die! 

Yet, tho' before his Time the Fates requir d 

My Dear, Dear Boy; he gloriouſly expir'd! 2225 

Yet to the deſtin'd Shore his Friends he led, 1:4 

And pil'd the Ground with Mountains of the Dead: 

Ye Gods l I'm Satisfy" d—He periſh'd well 

His Father thanks You; for in Fight he fell! 

Nor will I add more Honours to the Boy, | 230 

Than Thoſe deſign d him by the Prince of Try, | 


Thoſe, the bold 775 ſcan Hoſts and Heroes gave, 


To wait the Corſe Triumphant to the Grave: 
Uuu With 


Tis for That only; I'll endure te live. 
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With Thoſe, his own bright Trophies be his Share, 
Trophies of Chiefs, he vanquiſh'd in the War. 235 
Ah! to Thy Years, proud Tuzx us, had he ran, 
Till Age confirm'd the Hzzaz in the MAN, 

Ev'n Thou hadſt ftood Conſpicuous ta the Sight, 


The moſt diſtinguſh'd Trophy of the Fight : 
But why with Tears ſo long have I with-held 
(Wretch that I am!) the Soldier.: from the Field? 
Go tell your Prince, that yet I breathe below, 
And bear the World, a. Speftacle of Woe! 
(Robb'd of my Ages Pride, my only Joy!) 1 
"Tis that 1 wait his Vengeance for my Boy, 245 
His Vengeance on proud Tuxnus* guilty Head, 
Due to the fad Survivor and the Dead. Nee Sod 
'Tis All, Himſelf, or Fortune now can give; 


1 240 


Life has na Joys for Me; but I ſhou'd go 250 
Pleas'd with theſe Tidings to my Bey below | = 


AND now, to Wretched Man; the dawning Ray 


Reſtor d their Round of Labours, and the Day. 
The Tuſcan Chief and Trojan Prince command, 
To raiſe the F uneral Structures on the Strand. 255 

"LEI Then 
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Then to the Piles, as antient Rites ordain, 

Their Friends convey the Relicks of the Slain. 

From the black Flames the Sullen Vapours riſe, 

And ſmoke in curling Volumes to the Skies. 
The Foot - thrice compaſs the high-blazing Pyres; 260 
Thrice move the Horſe, in Circles, round the Fires. 
Their Tears, as loud they howl at every Round, 
Dim their bright Arms, and trickle to the Ground. 

A Peal of Groans ſucceed s; and Heaven rebounds 
To the mixt Cries, and Trumpet's martial Sounds. 265 
Some, in the Flames, the Wheels and Bridles throw, 
The Swords and Helmets of the vanquiſh'd Foe. 
Some; the known Shields their Brethren bore in vain, 
And unſucceſsful Javelins of the Slain. 

Now round the Piles the bellowing Oxen bled, 279 
And 'briſtly swine; in Honour of the Dead. 

The F ields they drove; Whole Flocks of Sheep they flew, 
And on the greedy | Flames the Victims threw. 
About their Friends the penſive Warriors ſtand, 
And watch the dying Fires along the Strand ; 27 5 
Many a Long Look they caſt with Streaming Eyes, | 
And wait will dewy Night had ſpangled o'er the ies, 


Uuu 2 Nox 
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Non th le Ailegs: toil ls Tales Train, 1 
But -raifo Unnumber' d Structures for the Slain ; - 


Some, to their Graves, with pious Care commend; 2 80 0 


Some to their Native Coaſts and Cities, ſend. 

Some, of diſtinguiſh'd Rank and high Renown, - 

Are borne with Funeral Trophies to the Town ; 
Ihe reſt, Unhonour'd to the Fires they yield; 

The huge promiſcuous Carnage of the Field ! 285 
From the thick Piles, the Streaming Flames ariſe, 
Blaze o'er the Fields, and kindle half the Skies. 


Wu the Third Morn diſclos d the dawning Day, 
They fearch'd the Heaps, and bore the Bones away: 
In the warm Aſhes their Remains they found, 290} 
Quench'd with their Tears, and buried in the Ground; | 
Then o'er the Relicks rais ais'd a lofty Mound. 


J 


. more en Shrieks and Clamours ring 
Thro' the wide Town, and Palace of the King: 

Boys, Mothers, Wives and Siſters, there complain 295 
For Fathers, Children, Lords and Brothers ED 
All. with one general Voice the War abhorr'd, 
And the dire Nuptials of the Daunian Lord. 
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Let Him, whoſe boundleſs and ambitious Pride 
Aſpires to gain a Crown, and Regal Bride, 300 
Let Tuxxnvus (they exclaim) in Arms appear, N 
And with his Single Sword decide the War. 

This, DxANcEs ſtill inflames; and adds, with Spight; 
His Godlike Foe has dar d him to the Fight. 

But Turxnus to his fide a Number draws, 305 
Who warmly plead the blooming. Hero's Cauſe : 

He ſtands ſupported by his former Fame; 

And the Queen's Favour ſhades his injur'd Name. 


M1DsT theſe Debates the penſive Envoys bring 

The final Anſwer of th Ætolian King,--- 310 
Nor Prayers, nor Gifts avail; but all the Coſt, York 6 
With all the fruitleſs Embaſſy, was loſt. 

New Succours muſt be ſought; or Peace implor'd, 

In Terms Submiſſive, of the Trojan Lord. 

The Latian King, ſurrounded by his F oes, 315 
Sinks in Deſpair, and bends beneath his Woes. © 
The Wrath of Heaven, the recent Tombs, that ſpread 
The Fields, o'ercharg'd and peopled with the Dead, 
Point out the Trojan Chief, ordain'd by Fate, 

To ſway the Scepter of the Latian State. 320 
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He calls a council; at” the Sovereign's Call, 

The Peers, aſſembled, croud the Regal Hall; 
There, midſt the reverend Fathers of the State, 
With mournful Looks the hoary Monarch ſate; | 
The Monarch bids th' Embaſſadors report, 325 
Diſtinct, their Anſwer from th Etolian Court. 
Then, while Attention held the Solemn —_ 

With Reverence due, _ an "_ 


Vu Peers, (a Length of Lands and r 
We ſaw the Royal Diowzps at laſt ; " 330 
And touch'd, with Wonder and ceſoeatfil Toy, 2 
The mighty Hand that raz d Imperial Trop. 

There, bleſt with Eaſe, the happy Victor builds 

A Second ArGos in the Gargan Fields; 

Strait, to the Court admitted, we begun, 333 
And in ſubmiſſive Terms addreſt the Throne; 

Preſent our Gifts, our Natnes and Land diſcloſe ; 

What War requit'd his Aid ; and Who his Foes. 
When, with ſoft Accents and a pleaſing Look, 

Thus, in Return, the gracious Monarch ſpoke: 340 


V bleſt Auſonians ! bleſt, from Times of old, | 
By righteous SaTURN with an Age of Gold; 
| What 
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What Madneſs rouz'd you now with vain Alarm, 
From long Hereditary Peace to Arms? 7 
All, all our Argive Kings, who dard employ 345 
Their Swords to violate the Towers of Troy; | 
(Thoſe Chiefs I paſs that under IL ron di'd, 

Or SM 01s whelm'd beneath his roaring Tide;) 

Toft round the World, in every. diſtant Clime, 

Atone the Guilt of that preſumptuous Crime. 350 
From that dire War our deſperate - Courſe we bore, 
Each driven by Tempeſts on a different Shore. 

Such Scenes of Sorrow not a Foe cou d hear, 

Nor PRIAM's Self relate without a Tear. i 
This Truth, Minzxva's Vengeful Storm can tell, 355 
When on Caphareus Rocks Oi L Eus fell. F 
The Spartan Lord, a baniſh'd Wretch, was burld 
To Proteus Pillars, in a diſtant World. 

ULyssEs, on the dread Sicilian Coaſt, „ 
Saw the grim Cyclops; and his Comrades loſt. 360 
From Crete, IopoukxxEus, an Exile, fled ; 

In his own Realm, Unhappy Przzavs bled. 
To Libyan Shores, the Locrian Squadrons fly, 
To flaming Suns, that ſcorch the Mid-day Sky. 
t Mexnzstatis + Egypt. _— 
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The ＋ King of Kings, Ill-fated! loſt ' his Life, 365 
Stabb'd in his Palace, by his Traitreſs Wife. 

There the great Victor of all Aſia bled; 

The proud Adulterer mounts his Throne and Bed. 
Then, what long Woes were Mine? by Heaven deny d | 
To ſee my Native Realm, and beauteous Bride? 370 
For that bleſt Sight, Sad Omens ſhock. my Eye; 
Transform'd to Birds, my Comrades mount the Sky. 
Oh dire Inflictions !---now they wander o'er 

The Fiſhy Floods, or ſcream along the Shore. 

From that curſt Moment all theſe Woes were due, 3 - 5 
When, fir d with Rage, againſt the Gods I flew ; 

And, in the Fight, my daring Lance prophan' d 

(Mad as I was) Immortal VENUS Hand. 

When IL Iox fell, my Vengeance then was o'er ; 

And with her Ruins will I war no more. 380 
My Soul, now calm, no longer dwells with Joy 
On thoſe Misfortunes which we brought on Troy. 
Bear back the Preſents, and the Gifts you bring, 
('Tis. far, far ſafer,) to the Trojan King. 

For well, too well, the mighty Chief I know, 335 
And met in rigid Fight the God-like Foe ; 
Dreadful in Arms he tower'd before the Hoſt : 
Heavens! with how fierce a Spring the Lance he toſt. 


+ AGaMEzuNoN. How, 
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How, like a Whirlwind, forc'd it o'er the Field! 
How high he ſhook. the Ow and rais d the ponderous 
| [Shieldl 390 

Had Troy produc'd Two more of equal Fame, 
Their Conduct, Courage, Strength and Worth the Same; 
All Greece had trembled thro' her Hundred States ; I! 
Troy, with a Tide of War, had turn'd the Fates, } 
Pour d o'er her Plains, and thunder'd at her Gates.395 
His Conquering Sword, and HecTor's Valiant Hand, 
So long of old repell'd the Grecian Band. 
Their ſingle Valour fav'd their Native Wall, 

And Ten whole Years ſuſpended II. 10Nn's Fall. 
Zxzas ſhone his Equal in the Field, 400 
But in his Reverence to the Gods excell'd. 
Make Peace, my Latian Friends; but oh! forbear 
To tempt fo terrible a Foe to War.-— 
This is the Sum, Great King, of what he ſaid, 
And This th' Advice of Royal DoE DE. 405 


Tuvs, of their Charge, the Legates made Report; 

Strait ran a mingled Murmur thro the Court. f 

80 when by Rocks the Torrents are withſtood, 

In deep hoarſe Murmurs rolls th' Impriſon 'd Flood, 
Xxx Beats 


1 * 
* 
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Peats on the Banks; N with a Sullen Sound, 410 
Works, foams, Wy runs in Wong: Eddies * 


1 
5 | "ico as the Noiſe was filene'd; from thi Throne, 
| — . : (Heaven | firſt invok'd) the hoary Prince begun: 
4 I wiſh, O Reverend Fathers, we had ſate, | 
I A Before theſe Perils, on th' endanger d State: 47 5 


Far better, chan a Council now to call, 

When Troy's embodi'd Powers furround our Wall! 
A Hoſt of Heroes to the Fight we dare, 
And wage with Demigods a fatal War, | [+ RET ” 
No Toils their fiery Ardor can reſtrain; „ 
Tho vanquiſh d, ſtrait they fly to Arms again. 

Our Hopes of Great Typipss' Aid are flown ; 
And now muſt center in Ourſelves alone z 
Nor Theſe how ſlender, need I here relate, 

3 Since your own Eyes behold our dangerous State. 425 
= Not, but I grant, All fought with all their Pow'r ; 
Arms, Strength and Courage cou'd perform no more. 
In the dire War, has labour d every Hand, 


With the whole F orce and Numbers of che Land. 
But ſtill in vain our Efforts have we try'd; 430 


_ : Heaven _ for * and combates on her side. 
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Then hear Attentive what my Thoughts ſuggeſt-— 
A Length of Lands, far- ſtretching to the Je, 
Againſt Sicania, near the Tyber lies ; 
Where, high in Air, the towering Hills ariſe. 435 
Theſe Tracts, th. Auruntians and Rutulians plow, 

And feed their Flocks along the bending Brow. 
Theſe, with their Woods, the Trojans ſhall poſſeſs, 
And Both the Nations join in Leagues of Peace. 6: 
Since ſuch their Wiſh, ev'n let the Warlike Band 440 
Raiſe a new Town, and ſettle in the Land. 

But wou'd they leave our Latian Shores again, 

And for ſome other Region croſs the Main, 

Twice Ten ſtrong Veſſels let us build, or more; 

(For thick the Foreſts grow along the Shore.) 445 
The Form and Number let Themſelves aſlign ; 

The Work, the Rigging, and the Coſt be Mine. 

Yet more; with peaceful Olive in their Hand, 

A Hundred Peers and Princes of the Land, - 
To firm the Sacred League, in Solemn. State, 43a 
With ample Preſents on their Prince ſhall wait; 
Rich Gifts of Gold, and poliſh'd Ivory bear, 

The Robe of Purple, and the Regal, Chai. 
Ye Peers] with Freedom theſe high Points debate; S 
. Speak your Minds, and ſave the Sinking State. 455 


Xxx 2 _ "Tarn 
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Tuzu Dranczs roſe, a. Proud dilünguibrd Name, 
With Envy fird at Toznus” fpreading Fame. 
His Mother's Blood; Illuftrious Splendors grace; 

By Birth as generous, as his Sire was baſe. k 
Potent and Rich, in factious Counſels ſkill'd 3 - 466 
Bold at. the Board; a Coward in the Field; 
Loud he harangu'd the Court; and, as he roſe; 
Theſe Vile Reproaches on the Warrior throws :: 


War Vou propoſe; Great Monarch, is ſo plain 
To all the Synod, that Replies are vain- 4858 
But None dares ſpeak ; tho” All can underſtand. | 


The Sole Expedient our Affairs demand. 


Let Him, by whoſe unhappy Conduct led; 
For whoſe Curſt Caufe ſo- many Chiefs have bled; - 


So many Princes of our Eand lie low;. 470 
Till our whole City: wears one Face of Woe, 


Hz, who pretends to ſtorm a Hoſt, but flies, 
While the proud boaſtful Coward braves the Skies; . 


Let Tuxwus (for I muſt, I will purſue 


The Publick Good, tho Death is in my View) 


Grant that high Fayour to this Reverend W 
At leaſt, of theſe our Sufferings to complain! 
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O King! to thoſe rich Gifts deſign'd before 
For the great Trojan, add One . Preſent more: 
One that your duteous- Senate muſt requeſt, _ 
And one He values more than All the reſt, | 
By Fear or Violence no longer ſway d, 

Give to ſo Brave a Prince th' Imperial Maid; 
By that faſt Pledge a laſting: Peace obtain; . 
Or know, the Peace without the Pledge is vain. 485 
But ſhou'd our King ſo bold a Step diſclaim; | 
Aw'd by the Terrors of his Rival's Name; 

To Juadud TuRnus we preferr our Pray'r- 

For His Permiſſion, to beſtow the Fair, 

And to our Prince and Country to reſtore: 490 
Their Rights, and bluſter on the Throne no more 1 85 
Why for Thy Pride, our Lives ſhou'd: We expoſe, 
O fatal Chief! the Source. of all. our: Woes ? 

'Tis a deſtructive War; but, to be free 


From theſe: long Ills, we Humbly ſue to Thee; 3 


To Thee, for Peace are all our Prayers apply” d; Bets 
And, the ſole Pledge of Peace, the Royal. Bride. "Wy 
And kirlt, Myſelf, thy Fancy'd Foe; (a Name . | 
I ſcorn alike to own, or to diſclaim,) | x * 
Eva 1, a Suppliant, beg Thy Grace, to ſpare oo 


Our bleeding Country, and forſake the War, i hy 
n 
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In Pity, Prin nce, this wondrous F avour yield; 
Tis. Time, when routed, to renounce the F ield! 
Too long have We bemoan'd our ſlaughter'd Hoſts, | 
| Our Lands diſpeopled, and our waſted Coaſts. 505 
If Love of Glory has thy Soul poſleſt, 
If Fame inſpires, or Courage warms thy Breaſt, 
If None can pleaſe Thee, but a Princeſ Go 
Meet in the liſted Field thy generous Foe. 
Sure! if our Worthy Chief a Queen can gain; 510 
For Us—-no Matter-—We may well be ſlain! 
Unwept, Unbury'd ; to the Fowls relign'd ; 
The World's laſt Dregs ; the Refuſe of Mankind | 
We, Worthleſs Souls | were born for Him alone, 
And, from our Necks, He mounts into the Throne * 5 
But go, proud Warrior, if one Spark remains 
Of Courage in thy Soul, and warms thy Veins 3 
Go meet thy Rival- -Anſwer his Demand 
| Go--Fight the Trojan Heroe, Hand to Hand. 
5 Yet the vain Boaſter ſoon, I truſt, will fly, 5 20 
Nor ſtand the Terrors of that dreadful Eye! 


 Tanss Gone: Words the haughty Youth engage 
In all the fiery Violence of Rage; 
Th 5 r Then 
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| Then, wile. a Groan of Indignation broke K 
** from his Heart, che wrathful Heroe ſpoke : 525 


D. Nc ES That Wag a Stream of Words can yield, 
Then, when our Hands are wanted in the Field; 
Firſt in Debate! but ſure, tis ſafer far 
With Words to flouriſh, than to wage the War; 
To deal in long Harangues, while Walls incloſe 530 
Thee and thy Fears; and guard Thee from the Foes. | 1 
Remoy'd from Danger, Vou can talk aloud, _ | _ 
And mouth, and bellow to the liſtening Crowd. | 
Proceed then, Daſtard, in thy wonted Strain ; 
Throw forth a Storm of Eloquence again : 535 
with all thy Malice, all thy Art declaim, 
And brand with Cowardice my injur'd Fame! 
Since the full Triumphs of the Day are Thine, 

And Thy own Trophies ſtand as high as Mine! 


Try, Try, this Hour, Thy Courage; See]! the Foes $40 


Advance, approach us, and our Walls incloſe ; 
Lo! in the Battle all the Troops are join'd! | 
Why halts the fiery DRANCES yet behind? 
Shall all Thy Valour, Wretch! conſiſt fo long 


In thoſe ſwift Feet, and in that ſwifter Tongue? 54 5 
1 


(AAA, 


© i! 144 


[ . touted, Voaſter! and compelld 8 a bm." 5 

Wh ho but Thyſelf cou 'd forge the ſhameleſs Lye? | 

Say, was I routed on you” deathful Plain, 

When Tiber' s Streams ran Purple to the Main? 

Where, Wretch, didſt Thou ſit.brooding o er thy Fear, 5 50 
When PALLAS bled beneath My vengeful Spear? 
When, All in Heaps, his vanquiſh'd Troops retir d 
Before This Arm, or round their Lord expir'd. 
Or Where hen Both the Giant Brethren fell; 

When Thouſands more My Faulchion plung'd to Hell 555 


In one Victorious Day, tho compaſt round | 
With Foes, and preſt within the Hoſtile Mound ? 


All, All, but Thou, ſtood Witneſs to the Sight! 
Nor didſt Thou dare look out upon the Fight! 
Tis a deſtructive War Go, Daſtard Go, 560 
And preach that Rule, You practiſe, to the Foe ; 

At once avow that Intereſt You embrace, 
Go, and alarm our Friends, our Arms diſgrace, 
But praiſe, and hogour a twice-vanquiſh'd Race. "A 
Tell, Tell the Croud, how every Argive Lord 565 
And Monarch trembled at the Phrygian Sword ; 

That Typzus' Son, that Pz1zus' baffled Heir 

etir'd from HzcTos, nor cou'd ſtand his War; 

e That 
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That . Hiraſelf with fadden Dread, 7 
When on his Banks Enzas rais'd his Head, | 570 
Ran back, aſtoniſh'd, to his Native Bed. 85 
Such are his baſe Suggeſtions, which appear 
Falſe as Himſelf; or his diſſembled Fear 
Of my Revenge ; ; That Vanity reſign ; 

Such Blood - ſhall never ſtain a Sword like Mane | 575 
Still may thy Soul diſmiſs that idle Care, | 
Lurk in that abject Breaſt, and tremble there 

But to reſume, O King! our great Debate, 

(Your dread Commands,) the Solemn Cares of State. 
Since on our Arms no farther Streſs you lay, 580 
But loſe at once all Courage, with the Day. 
If, on this one Defeat, our Hopes are der, 

If all our future Proſpects are no more; 

Gods! let us raiſe theſe Coward Hands, to gain 

Peace, Pardon, Life; and court the Victor's Chain ! 585 
| Yet, O Ye Princes! did the leaſt Remains 

of our brave Fathers Courage warm our Veins; ; 


Thoſe I ſhou'd ever deem the truly Great, 
Thoſe, who in Fields of Battle brave their Fate, 


Thoſe, who to ſcape that Shame, with Glory fir d, 590 


Bled ; and, at ONCE, Roy expir d! ; 


V 
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But ſince a yet-unbroken Force we find, - 
Confederate, Tom, and Nations ſtill behind; 

Since Troy, ſo bravely by our Troops withſtood, 
Has' bought her Glory with her deareſt Blood ; 595 
Since, in their Turn, the Tempeſt threatens All; 
Since, with the Vanquiſh'd, the proud Victors fall; 


Why, on our firſt Attempt, this low Deſpair 


This Flight, before the Trumpet ealls to War! 
Time oft has fuccour'd an endanger'd State 


By ſome new Change, and fnatch'd her from her Fate ! 


Some Kingdoms ſtrange Viciſſitudes ſuſtain; 


Now cruſh's by Fortune, and now rais d again | 


What tho th-Erolian Monarch has deny'd | 
To arm, and bring his Forces to our Side; S860 


Yet, with Mssatus, on our Part appears: 


ToLUMNIUS, ſtill ſucceſsſul in the Wars, 
And many a glorious Chief, who lead their Bands, 
Impatient for Renown, from diſtant Lands. 


| Beſides our Latian Youth, of matchleſs Might, 610 


With Glory fir d, and eager for the Fight, 
The Volſcian Princefs leads her Valiant Train, 
Al ſheath'd in brazen Armour, to the Plain: 


_ But fince my Foes-and .Friends the Fight demand ; 
The Public Peace no longer I withſtand. 615 


Full 
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Full well the Way to Victory I know; and id 
In that high Hope, I'll dare this dreaded Foe, I 
This new Ach EES, to the liſted Field. 
In all his Heavenly Arms, and huge Yulcanian Shield 

Nor ſhall My Deeds my Anceſtry diſgrace, 
Nor once degenerate from my glorious Race. 

For You, O King! for You, my Friends, for All, 
Behold your Self-deyoted Tuznus fall I- 

Me does my Rival to the Fight demand? 

Grant, O Ye Gods! the Challenge ſtill may ſtand; 645 
Nor let yon Wretch, however You decide . 

My Fate, the Danger or the Fame divide. 


620 


MeanTiME EN EAS, midſt the high Debate, 
Leads on his eager Troops to ſeize the Gate. 
The Trojan Squadrons and the Tiſcan Train 630 
March from the Flood, embattled, o'er the Plain. 3 
Before the Godlike Prince, the loud Report 
Flew fwift, and ſcar d the City and the Court; 

The Crowds all kindle at the dire Alarm. 
And, fir'd with martial Fury, fly to Arm. 6 35 
The Youth ruſh forth to War ; - the Sires complain, 

And ſtrive to ſtop the growing Rage in vain, 
| Yyy 2 i 3369% 2000 ee - 
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: Pour, in tumultuous Heaps to | guard the Wall. 
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From either ice de Wine Multi" He, 
And their tumultuous Clamours rend the Skies. 
So ring the Foreſts with tlie feather'd Brood, 640 


A Thouſand Notes re-echoih g thro the Wood : 


So ſcream the Swans on fair Padusa's Bounds ; 

And down the Waters float the mingling Sounds. 

Is this an Hour, cool Methods to deviſe, 

And talk of Peace? the fiery Turnvs cries; 645 
Declaim, Ye Daſtards, talk, Ye Triflers, on, 

While the proud Trojan arms, and ſtorms the Town! 


"He faid ; and ruſh'd impetuous to the Plain; 

Lead, Lead, brave Vol usus, our Ardean Train, 

And ſummon to the Fight the Volſcian Force, 650 
Thou, Thou, Massa us, range th'embattled Horſe, 
And join 2 great Coras, and his Brother's Care, 
Wide oer the Field to ſpread the opening War. JF? 
All, All, be ready ; ; with divided Pow'rs 3 


Guard You the Paſſes; - You defend the Tow'rs. 65 : 


Bend You to Battle ; and, in firm Array, 
Attend your General where he leads the Way. 


Tux Troops obey; and, gathering at the Call, 


The 
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The penſive Father of the Latian State 660. 
[Confus'd, Amas d,) ſuſpended the Debate. 
And his own Conduct blames, that he reſign 1 bil 
To the Queen's Counſel his compliant Mind ; . 
On ſuch wrong Motives rais d an Impious War, | 

And robb'd the Trojan of the promis'd Fair. T4, 665, 


To fink a Trench before the Gates, they run, | 
Fix the ſtrong Pile, and roll the ponderous Stone. 
Alarm'd, and ſummon d by the Trumpets Sound, 

Boys, Maids and Matrons crowd the Ramparts round. 
All Aids theſe dire Extremities demand, 670 
Fire every Heart, and ftrengthen every Hand. : 


N ow, with the Queen, the a in a Train | | 
Ride with large Preſents to MINERVA“Ss Fane ; 8 
LAVINxIA grac'd her Side; the Royal Fair; ip 
The guiltleſs Cauſe of the deſtructive War. 657 5 
To Earth her ſtreaming Eyes the Maid inclin a5 
In ſad Proceſſion move the Crowd behind. 

They burn rich Odours at the Sacred oy 8 
And ſeek, with ſuppliant Prayer, the Powers Divies: 
Againſt the Phrygian Pirate, lend thy Aid, 65680 


O Queen of Battles! Great Titonian Maid! _ 3 
_ "Y i. . $33. | <4 9 71 JHA $45 FIRED 1 
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Break, Break his Javelin ; let him meet his Fate, 
And grind the Duſt beneath our lofty Gate! 


Mzeanwnils in Arms the furious Tuxnus ſhone ; 
Firſt, the brave Heroe drew the Corſlet on; 685 
Thick Scales of Braſs the coſtly Work infold ; u 
His manly Legs he cas'd in Greaves of Gold. 
Bare was his Face ; and, with a martial Pride, 
The Starry Sword hung glittering at his Side. 
Bold and exulting, with a dauntle& Air, 
The mighty Chief anticipates the War: 

In his fond Hopes already has he won 
The Field, before the Battle is begun. 
The Golden Splendors, dazling to the View, 
Flaſh'd from his Arms, and lighten'd as he flew. 695 


690 


So the gay pamper d Steed, with looſen d Reins, 


Breaks from the Stall, and pours along the Plains; 
With long ſmooth Strokes he ruſhes to the Flood, 
Bathes his bright Sides, and cools his fiery Blood ; 

' Neighs as he flies; and, toſſing high his Head, | 700 
Sauffs the fair bende in the diſtant Mead; 
At every Motion, o'er his Neck reclin d, 


Plays his redundant Mane, and dances in the Wind. 
| HI u, 


/ 
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HI u, at the Gate, thus iſſuing to the Plain, 
Camila meets with all her Female Train, 1 705 
Leaps in a Moment from her generous Steed; 

The beauteous Band alight with equal Speed; 

Prince, if the Bold and Brave (She cries,) may dare 
Truſt their own: Valour for Succeſs in War ; 

My-Self, with Theſe, will ſtand the Tr9jan Force 3 7109 
My-Self will vanquiſh all the Tiſcan Horſe. 

Guard Thou the City; be that Province Thine; 

But let the Dangers of the Field be Mine. 


O Queen | thy Country's Pride, the Chief replies, 
{And on the dread Firago fix d his Eyes ; 715 
To ſuch uncommon Worth, Heroick Maid ! 
What Thanks are due? what Honours can be paid? 
Since Thoſe, and Death, You ſcorn with equal Pride, 
With Me, the Labours of the Day, Divide. 

The Trojan, bent his fraudful Scheme to frame, 729 
In This my Spies confirm the Voice of Fame,) 

Has ſent, before, his active Troops, who wield . 
The lighter Arms, to. fcour the Open Field. 
Meantime Himſelf, along the lofty Crown 

Of yon ſteep Mountain, haſtens to the Town. 725 


! 
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But, in the Wood, an Ambuſh I prepare, 

And try to foil him in the Wiles of War. 

He -lies impriſon'd in that Narrow Strait ; 

And, if he moyes, he ruſhes on his Fate. 
Go Thou, ſupported by our Latian Force, 730 
Go---with f pread Enſigns meet the Tigſcan Horſe. 
Great TY BUR's Brothers, Both renown'd in Might, 
With brave MzssArus, wait Thee to the Fight. 
Beneath Thy Care, ſhall march the martial Band, 

Fir'd by. thy high Example and Command. 735 
This faid ; each Chief he rouz'd to Arms, and goes 
With eager Speed to circumvent the Foes. 


A winding Vale there lay, within the Shade 
Of. Woods, by Nature for an Ambuſh made. 


To This, a rough and ſlender Paſſage led; 740] 
Above, a ſmooth and level Plain was ſpread, 5 
Unknown, and ſtretching o'er the Mountain's Head. ſ 


There ſafe, the Soldier, to - the Left or Right, 

May dare th' aſcending War, and urge the Fight; 
Roll rocky Fragments from the craggy Brow, 745 
And daſh the ponderous Ruins on the Foe. | 
Hither the Prince (for well he knew the Way,) 
Flew, ſeiz d the Poſt, and cloſe in Ambuſh lay. 
| Bu 
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Bur now LaToON14, in th' Etherial Sphere, A 

For her CAM IL LA touch'd with anxious Fear, 750 

Beſpoke Swift Oris, in a mournful Strain, 

A Nymph, and one of her own Virgin Train : 

Alas! Dear Oris, my CAM ILL A goes 

To ſeek the fatal War and brave the Foes s 

See! where She ruſhes to the Deathful Plain, 755 

Inveſted with DI AN A's Arms in van! 110 

Still from my Soul the darling Maid I lov'd, 

And Time the growing Fondneſs has improv'd ;-. 

E'er fince Stern Marazus, her hapleſs Sire, 

Forc'd by his Rebel Subjects to retire, 760 

Fled from Privernum, his Imperial Town, 

And loſt his old Hereditary Crown. 

Safe he convey'd,. thro' Crowds of raging Foes, 

His Babe, the Dear Companion of his Woes, 

And call'd Camilla, from her Mother's Name; 765 

And in his Flight thro' Wilds and Deſerts came; 

The favage Hills and Woods he wander'd o'er, 

And in his Arms the lovely Burthen bore; -- = 

While with their Javelins, in an endleſs Tide, 

The V olſcians preſt their Prince on every side. 770 
5 WS. : "5, 34, Dn 
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When lo! old Amaſenus' Streams, delay 

Kis Courſe, and foam acroſs the Warrior $ Way.” 

For late, the Flood, enereas d with ſudden Rains, 

Had burſt the Kinks, and floated half the Plains. 
Firſt he reſolves to ſwim, and gain the Shore, 775 
But Love retards him, and the Charge he bore. | 
Thus while a Thouſand Schemes divide his Breaſt, 
Sudden, on This, he fixes as the Beſt. 
His mighty ponderous Spear, of knotted Oak, 

Long harden'd in the Flames, the Monarch took; 780 
To this ſtrong Lance the tender Babe he bound, 

With Cork and pliant Oſiers wrapt around. 
Then pois'd the loaded Spear, in Act to throw, 

But for My Favour firſt addreſt his Vow: 7 
To Thee, Chaſt Goddeſs of the Foreſt wild, 785 
Behold! a Father dedicates his Child; 

| She flies for Refuge to thy Power Divine, 

And the firſt Weapons that She knows are Thine. 

'F hus, then I fend, to thy protecting Care, | 

T by litle Suppliant thro the Fields of Air. 790 
a his fad; with all his F orce the Lance he threw ; ; 


3 . 3 


High oer the roaring Waves C flew; 95 
"Then the bold Warrior, preſt on eyery Side FA 
By Sir herce Foes plung's d beadlong in the Tide, A 
The 


— 
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The Flood ſurmounted, and the Javelin tore, 79 5 
Charg d with the Sacred Infant, from the Shore. 
Each Town with ſtern unhoſpitable Hate, 

Againſt the wandering Monarch ſhut her Gate: 

Nor could He bear, (his Scorn was grown ſo high,) 
To ſtand diſtinguiſh'd by the Publick Eye. 800 
From all Society of Men he fled ; 

A Shepherd's Life among the Mountains led ; 

There with his Daughter paſt the Hours away, 

In Dens of Beaſts, and Savages of Prey; 

Sought every Foſter Mother of the Wood, 805 
And in her Lips diſtilld the Milky Food. 

Soon as the little Amazon cou'd go ; 

He on her Shoulders hung a Slender Bow :: 

A ſmall light Quiver. at her Side ſhe wore ;_ 

And in her Hand a pointed Javelin bore. 810 
No rich embroider'd Robes her Limbs infold , 
Nor were her waving Locks adorn'd with Gold. | 
The Spoils of ſome fierce Tyger wrapt Her round, 
That from her Head, hung Trailing to the Ground, 
Ev'n then her tender Hand the Dart could fling, $15 
Or whirl the Pebble from the ſounding Sling, . 
Strike the long Crane, or ſnowy Swan on high, 

And fetch the towering Quarry from tlie Sky. 

2 2 2 2 2 88 Or 
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Her Charms ſurpriz d the Tuſcan Matron Train, | 

Who court the Huntreſs for their Sons in vain. 829 

Not all their Courtſhip, nor their Prayers could move 

The Maid, from ſworn Virginity, to Love. | 

With D1an's Love content, She keeps her Vow ; 

She ſhoots my Arrows, and She bends My Bow. 

Ah ! from my Sonl I wiſh, the hapleſs Fair 825 

Had never mingled in the direful War! 

Then ſtill my Darling might the Maid remain, 

The Pride and Glory of My Virgin Train ! 

But, ſince her Doom is ſeal'd, her Fate is nigh, 

Deſcend, My Nymph, This Inftant from the Sky. 8 30 

To yonder Plain, Impetuous, bend thy F light, + 

Where See! in Arms She ruſhes on the Fight. 

Here take My Bow ; and, from this dreadful Sheath, 

Draw forth the winged Meſſenger of Death. 

And, Who the Sacred Virgin ſhall deſtroy, 335 

Or of the Latian Bands, or Sons of Trey; 

With this keen Arrow make my Vengeance good 

Let him attone che Sacrilege with Blood. | 

Then will I. bear the breathleſs Maid away, . 

Her Spoils and Body in a Cloud convey, | 840 

To the dark Grave commend her Dear Remains, 
And ſafe dif] poſe em in her Native Plains. | 


The 
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The Goddel aid; 5 the Nymph e obedient flies, . 


woe in A TIE Whirhvind, don” che Skies 
Now to the W W doſe embodi 4 Force, " 84 \ 
March the ſwift = and the Tuſcan Horſe . 
Beneath their valiant Chiefs, in thick Array, 7251 U 
The Troops embattled urge their fiery ae 22 


Aloft the foaming Courſers ptance and bound, 
Preſs on the Rein, and proudly paw the Ground. 25 
Trembling for Joy, they hope the dire Alarms; 
The Fields gleam dreadful with their waving Arms. 
Spears, nodding Helms, and Shields, with mingled: Rays; 
Flame nn. e ſet the — in a Blaze. 


% * 1 1 
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Nor wits ie Speed, beneath n. = 855 
The Latian Troops pour furious to the War. 
Full in the Front the mighty Cox As came, 
With bold CAT III u $ to the Field of Fam. 

O'er All diſtinguiſh'd in the martial Scene: bo 7 
| Rode with her Female Train the Holſcian Queen. 860 
Fierce to the Fight. the valiant Troops advance,. 
Protend, and poiſe,” and ſhake the flaming Lance. 
Thick Clouds of Duſt, their trampling Feet excite; 
* Courſers ti and ſnuff the diſtant Fight. 
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With great AsYLas thundering at their Head. 


542 VIRGIL's ANEID. Book XI. 


Ar length, within a Javelin's Reach appear 865 
Both Hoſts; and, ſhouting, Join the horrid War; 
Rouze to the Fight their generous Steeds, and pour 
Their Darts inceſſant, in a rattling Show'r. 

In one dark Storm the ſounding Lances fly, 
Shade the bright Sun, and intercept the Sky. 870 


FixsT, Horſe to Horſe, and Man to Man oppos'd, 


The bold AconTzus and TyrrnenvUus closd ; 


Each eager Warrior hurl'd the pointed Spear, 


And urg'd his Courſer in a full Career; 


The Steeds, encount'ring with a thundering Sound, 875 


Shock; and AcovrE Us tumbles to the Ground. 


Swift, as diſcharg'd from the Loud Engine flies 

The glowing Stone, or Lightning from the Skies; 

80 Swift the Warrior, from his Courſer far, 

Shot with a Spring; and breathes his fiery Soul in Air. 8 80 


| Now all the Latian Horſe diforder'd run, 
(Their Shields flung back) tumultuous, to the Town. 
The Chace with Cries the joyful Trojans led, 


Soon | 
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Soon as they reach'd the Walls, the rallying Train 885 
Rein round their Steeds, and face the Foes again. 
Then, in their Turn, the vanquiſh'd Trojans wheel'd; \ 

And, pale with Terror, meaſur'd back the Field. 


Tuus, in alternate Tides, o'er all the Strand 

Swells the vaſt Ocean, and invades the Land. 390 
Wave after Wave, the Waters mount on high, 

Till o'er the Rocks the foamy Surges fly. 

Then headlong, in her Turn, the' roaring Main \ 
Rolls back, Impetuous, to her Bounds again; 
Rolls back, as rapid as ſhe came before, 99 5 
With all the floating Trophies of the Shore. 

Twice the Rutulians to the City flew ; 
And Twice they rally, and the Foes purſue. 

Till on the Third Aſſault the Hoſts engage; 
Then burns the Fight with unextinguiſh'd Rage. goo 

All, Man to Man, and Breaſt to Breaſt, oppos 'd, 

In one dire Shock the charging Squadrons clos'd. 
Then bled the Battle; and a Load of Slain, 

Shields, Helms and Javelins, cover'd wide the Plain. 

In a red Deluge all the Fields lie drown'd; go ß 
And Cries and agonizing Groans reſound 


Of 


— 


544 VIRGILs ENEID. Book XI. 
Of wounded Warriors, lab ring out their Breath, 
And Courſers plunging in the s of Death. 
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Warchrun ono en⁰ν obſery d, from far, 
His Foe, ſtrong ReMuLus; and marked for War; 910 
Nor durſt approach the Chief; but - hurl'd the Spear, 
With all his Strength, beneath his Courſer's Ear. 

Stung with the Stroke, and madding with the Wound, 
He rears, and paws in Air, with many a Bound, 
And caſt his hapleſs, Maſter/6n the Ground, 903 
Next bled I6 LAS by CaTilLus' Steel; 
By the ſame Hand the big HzBMINIUs fell: 
All-pale in Death the mighty Heroe lies ; 
Vain were his Giant Arms, and Giant Size 3 
Th' intrepid Chief (his Head and Shoulders bare, 920 
Tall, and diſtinguiſh'd by his Golden Hair ;) | 
Tower'd in the Front, the Mark of all the War! 
T hro' his broad Shoulders paſt the deadly Wound, 
Contracts, and bends him double to the Ground. 
No.] all the Fields with . Crimſon Streams are dy'd;92 5 
A nd the vaſt Carnage ſmokes om every Side. 

The Charms of Honour every Boſom fire, 

1 win the * 3 or n expire. 
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Hz R Breaſt half- naked, thro the direful Scene 

Of Blood and Slaughter flew the Volſcian Queen. 939 \ 
The Shafts and Quiver at her Side appear, 

The - poliſh'd Bow, and all Diana's War. 

Now the ſwift Dart with matchleſs Might ſhe caſt, 

Now with her Ax ſhe laid the Battle waſt ; 

Ev'n when ſhe flies, ſhe bends the backward Bow, 935 
And ſends the winged Vengeance at the Foe. 
Around, in Pomp, her Siſter Warriors ride, 
All-bright in - Arms, and combate Side by Side. 
Her Brazen Pole-ax, there, Taxrz1a wields 3 
And, here, Lan nen glitters o'er the Fields; 
Italian Virgins; her Supreme Delight; 
In Peace her Friends; her Comrades in the Fight. 


So round their Queen, HieyoLyTe the Fair, 
Or bold PenTHESILE's: refulgent Car, 
Move the triumphant Amagonian Train, 945 
In bright Array, exulting, to the Plain. 
Proudly they march, and claſh their painted Arms, 
And all Thermodoon rings with loud: Alarm; 
With Female Shouts they ſhake the ſounding: Field, 
And fierce they poiſe the Spear, and graſp the Moony Shield. 
A aaa Wno 
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Wo Firſt, who Laſt, by Thy Vi&orious Hand, 9 51 1 
Heroick Maid! ſunk breathleſs on the Sand? | 
Firſt, CLvrius Son, the great Evuznios "WIE 
Thro' his broad Breaft the quivering - Javelin flies. 
Grimly he grinds the Duſt, diſtain d with Blood, 9 55 
And rolls, and welters in the Crimſon Flood. i 
Linis and Pacasus at once are kill'd, 

And Both, transfixt, fall beadlong on the Field | 

One ſtoop d, to reach his wounded Courſer's Rein; 
One flew, to prop his ſinking Friend, in vain l. 96s. 
Now HireoTas' brave Son AMasTRus fell; 

And now ſhe threatens, with the pointed Steel, 
Tzxzvs the Swift, HazeALycus. the Strong, 

And dreve in Heaps. the hoſtile Chiefs along, I 
DxzMornoon, ChROMuISs, fled her dreadful I 96 5 
She pours, and hangs tempeſtuous in the Rear. 

Thus thro! the Ranks. of War ſhe rag d, and flew. / 

A Phrygian Foe with every. Dart ſhe. threw.. 

The mighty Hunter, Oznarus,. from far, | 
On his Ahulian Courſer ſought the War, 97 
A Bull's black Hide his ample Shoulders: ſpread'; 
Y Welty 'p. rough for ined. horrid oder his Head: 
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A bended Spear he brandiſh'd in his Hand, 
And tower'd conſpi picuous O er the martial Band. 


With Eaſe, as all the Troops confus dly fled, 97 5 : 


She ſlew the Foe, and thus inſults the Dead : 

Me, Tuſcan, didſt Thou deem thy deſtin d Prey, 
Like hunted Game, the Fortune of the Day ? 85 
Lo! by a Woman's Arms, this fatal Hour, 

That Boaſt is anſwer d, and thy Vaunts no more | 930 
Go - let thy Sire the glorious Tidings know; ; 
CamiiLa ſent Thee to the Shades below! 

Then on Two Trojan Chiefs, of Giant Size, 5 

BuTzs and tall OxstLochus, ſhe flies. 


But Bur Es, Face to Face, ſhe brav d in War; | 955 


Swift thro the Neck ſhe drove the pointed Spear, 
Where the bright Helm and Corſlet left a Fart, 
To let in Fate, wide-open to the Dart. 


From fierce Oxs1Locavs the Virgin wheel 1 


At firſt, in Flight diſpmbled, round the F ld: 9090 : 


But, in a Ring till leſſening, to delude 

The furious Chief, ſhe fled, till ſhe purſu' d; k | 
Then while, in vain, her Circumvented Foe © i jos l 
Implores his Life; high-riſing to the Blow, e 
Cleaves his broad Front with a redoubled Wou ad; ; 99 5 


The Blood and Brains ruſh ſmoking to the Ground. 
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And for a while ſtood trembling in Diſmay; 
A Wretch, that like his own Ligurian Line 
Cou'd cheat, while Fortune favour'd the Deſign. 
Soon- as he found it vain, to ſhun by Flight 
The Female Warrior, or maintain the Fight; 
Reſolv'd to circumvent the - hoſtile Maid, 
Thus to the Queen the low Diſſembler ſaid: 


Where is the mighty Praiſe, to vaunt the Force, 5 1005 


And truſt the Swiftneſs of your rapid Horſe ? 
Diſmiſs your Steed, vain Maid! and let Us ſtand 
Engag'd in Single Combate, Hand to Hand. 
Soon ſhall be known, proud Princeſs, what you can, 


Thus He ;—-the Queen ſprings furious on the Plain 
From her fleet Steed, and gives him to the Train. 
On Foot ſhe | dares the Daſtard ta he Field, 
Draws her bright Sword, and graſps her Maiden Shield. 
Fluſh'd with gay Hopes, to find his Fraud ſucceed, 101 5 
He turns, he flies, and, to his utmoſt Speed, : 
With goring Spurs provokes his Smoking Stecd.--. _ 1 


Deluded Fool] / She crys, in lofty Strain, // 
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* 


1000 


Boo XI, VIRGIUs ZNEID.” 54 


Nor hence, ey'n yet, in Safety ſhalt Thou run, 1020 
To pleaſe thy Sire wich Balſhqods, like hi own. - - 
She ſaid ; and, ſpringing with 2 fiery Courſe, W777 
The raging Maid out: ſtrip'd the flying Horſe ; 

Turn'd, ſeiz d the Reins; oppos d in Battle ftogd; 

Then gluts her Vengeance with his recking Blood. 1025 
Not with more Eaſe the Faulcon from above, 

Shoots, ſeizes, gripes, and rends the trembling Dave. 
All-ſtain'd with Blood, the beauteous Feathers fly, 
And the loaſe Plumes come fluttering down the Sky: + 


MEANTTME th' Almighty Sire of Men and Gods, 1030 
Enthron'd in high Olpzzpus bright Abodes, 
Surveys the War, the Tiſcas Chief inſpires 
With generous Rage, and fills with martial Fires. 


Tano all the cleaving Ranks, with eager Speed, 
Flies the bold Taxcaon on his rapid Steed; 1035 
Calls on each Chief by Name; adjures the Train, 


Ye Scandal of your Race, your Country's Shame! 
Warm d with no Honour, no Regard of Fame! . N 


—_— 
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What Fear, Ye" Cowards, every Breaſt totitroils,” 1040 
Un-nerves your Limbs, and chills your trembling Souls? 
Thus then from One flies All our ſcatter'd Band! 
Gods k—but from One, and from a Female Hand! 

Oh ! caſt away the Sword, the Shield and Spear ; 

That idle Pomp and Pageantry of War — 

Yet were You never Recreants to Deli ght, 

Nor to the Softer Battles of the Night! 

When Pipes proclaim the Sacred Revels nigh, 


+ How 'ſwift, how eager, to the Feaſt you fly? 


In the full Bowls you center all your Love ; 10 50 
Pleas d, when the Prieſt invites you to the Grove, | 
You run, and riot in the rich Repaſt ; 

The Firſt at Banquets, but in Fights the Laſt! 


Hz ſaid; and, bent on Death, in deep Deſpair, 
Ruſh'd on his Steed amidſt the thickeſt War. 1055 
Then urg d at Ve NUL us his furious -Courſe, Wu 
Seiz'd him at once and ſnatch'd him from his Horſe. 
Thus in his Arms, with matchleſs Strength he bore, 


Fierce as he rode, the hapleſs Chief, before. 


His Troops behold the Scene with firak ge Slptize, 1 I 0 060 
And Peals * Shouts x run has. * the Skies; 3 
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While with his Captive, all in open View, 
Oer the wide Field the fiery Heroe fle: _ 
The Point then breaking from the Warrior's Dart, | 
The Chief explores a penetrable Part, 1065 l 
And meditates the Wound ; the ſtruggling Foe | 
Defends his Throat, and diſappoints the Blow. 


As when th' Imperial Eagle ſoars on high, 
And bears ſome Speckled Serpent thro' the Sky: 
While her ſharp Talons gripe the bleeding Prey, 10% 
In many a Fold her curling Volumes play; 
Her ſtarting Brazen Scales with Horror riſe; 
The Sanguine Flames flaſh dreadful from her Eyes: 
She writhes, and hiſſes at her Foe, in vain, 
Who wings at Eaſe the wide Aerial Plain ; 1075 
With her ſtrong Hooky Beak the Captive plies, 
And bears the ſtruggling Prey,. triumphant; thro' the Skies... 
So. with the Chief the: mighty Taxcyon. flew ; 7 | 
And, kindling at the Sight, the Troops their Prince purſue:. | 


Now Azuns on the Yolſtian Princeſs waits, 1080 
(Azuns, the deſtin d Victim of the Fates l) 2 
Wheels round, and ſeeks with every Wily Art 
The favouring Moment to diſcharge the Dart. 

. p Wheree'er: 
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Where-c'er the furious Maid her Steps inclin d, 
The Wretch in Silence follows cloſe behind: —ro#5 


When from the conquer d Foes ſhe bends her Courſe; 
| Thither th' Inſidious Warrior turns his Horſe; 


Ofc ſhifts his Place; runs anxious to and fro; A 
Flies round the Circuit; and, in Act to throw, l 
Aims his Sure Javelin at the beauteous Foe. 15 


Horſe; 


.C HLOREUS, the Prieſt of Cy IRL, from far 
Glitter d in Phrygian Arms, amidſt the War. 
Magnificently Gay, He proudly preft 

A Prancing Steed, in. Stately Trappings. dreft ; 
Rich Scales of Braſs and Gold, inwrought with Art, 1095 
Grac'd with a Mimic Plumage every Part. 

Himſelf, in Purple clad, amid the Foe 

Sent his Swift Arrows from a Lycian Bow. 

Gold was the Bow, that from his Shoulder ſounds, 
And Gold the Helmet, that his Head ſurrounds. 1100 
His Robes, with many a ruſſling Silken Fold, 

With Care were gather d, and confin'd in Gold; 

His Crimſon, Tunic was embroider'd o'er ; 

And purple Buſkins on his Legs he wore. * 
This Chief, ſhe ſingles. from the warring Crew, 1105 
And, blind to Danger, tliro the Squadrons flew; _ 


With 
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With the rich Spoils to deck Drana's _ raf 
Or that Herſelf in Trojan. Arms may ſhine. - 

All, All the Woman in her Boſom roſe! 

And, for the gaudy Prize, the plung'd amid the Foes ! i i 16 
When, from his Covert, Axuxs launch'd his Spear, 
But firſt to Heaven preferr d his Suppliant Pray'r : 

O Pnozzus | Guardian of Sorafe's Woods 

And ſhady Hills; a God above the Gods | 

To whom our Natives pay the Rites Divine, 1115 
And burn whole crackling Groves of Hallow'd Pine ; 
Walk o'er the Fire, in Honour of thy Name, 2 
Unhurt, Unſing'd, and Sacred from the F . : 

Give to my favour'd, Arms, to clear away 

The deep dark Stain of this Inglorious Day. T120 
Nor Spoils, nor Trophies from the Maid I claim; 
Noto my future Life I truſt for Fame. 

If by My Hand this raging Peſt be ſlain, 

I aſk no Honour; but retire again, 
Pleas'd, tho' Inglorious, to my Native Plain. 1125 


* 


Tus God conſents to half his warm Requeſt, 
But in the fleeting Winds diſpers d the reſt. 
Caniia's Death was granted to his Pray'r; 
His lai Return was loſt in empty Air. 

_ Bbbb 
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Now as the Javelin ſings along the Skies, 1130. 
All to the Voſſcian Princeſs turn their Eyes. 

The Fair quſh'd. on, regardleſs. of the Sound. 

Till in her Pap ſhe: felt the fatal Wound. 

Deep, deep infix d, the pointed: Weapon: fibod: | 
Full in her Heart, and drank: the Vital Blood. 1135 
Swift to her Sugeour t& her Female Train, 

And in their Arms: the Sinking Queen» ſuſtain ,. 

But far more Swift affrighted> Antes fled: | 

With Fear- and Joy; nor turnid his guilty Head: 

Back he retires, all-trembling- and diſmay d;. 14240 
Nor cou'd he bear, in Death tar view the dteadful Maid 


As when, a prowling: Wolf, whoſe: Rage: has: ſlain 
Some Stately Heifes, or the Guardian Saint | 
Flies to the Mountain with Inpetuous: Speed, 
Confus'd and conſcious: ak; ther daring Deeds. 114 
Chaps dloſe his.quireringr Taili batweerr hies Ihighs, 
Ere yet the peopled Country round him riſe: 

Not leſs conkus'd, palec A took his Flights. 
Shunn'd every,» Eyes. and; mingled: inthe: Eights 


TEE dying Que, in- agonizing Pain, I ger 
Tues at the pointed Steely, hunt tugs in vain, 
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Deep-riveted within, the | raukling Dart 

Heav'd in the Wound, and panted in her Heart. | 

She ſinks, ſhe ſwoons, ſhe ſcarcely draws her Breath, 

And, all-around her, ſwim the Shades of Death, 15, 


The Starry Splendors languiſh in her Eyes, 

And from her Cheeks the Roſy Colour flies. 

A Maid ſhe calls, the Partner of her Cares, 

Her Friend in Peace; her Siſter in the Wars. 

Acca; No more; — for Mortal is my Wound; 14160 
A dizzy Miſt of Darkneſs ſwims around; 
The Victory was Mine; but ah! tis paſt! 

This Hour, this fatal Moment is my Laſt ! 

Go, and my dying Words to Tuxxus bear; 

Bid Him, this Inſtant to the Field repair ; 1165 
This Inſtant, from the Town the Foe repell; 
And now, Dear Friend, a long and laſt Fare ol! 


WII That, the Queen, expiring, aer d the 1 
And from her Courſer ſunk upon the Plain. 
Cold, and extended at full Length ſhe lies, 117 * 
Her Head declin d, and drooping as ſhe dies ! ugs 
Her radiant Arms beſtrow the Field of Fight, 


Her Soul, indignant, ſought the Realms of "Re: oe 
| ein Tux | 


_—_ 
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| Tn E ; Ny from the Hoſts the r Clamours riſe, 
And Shouts tumultuous echo to the Skies. 1175 
The Trojan Band, a firm determin'd Force, | 


The Tuſcan Chiefs, with all th Arcadian Horſe, 
; Ruſh' d furious to the Field ; the Slaughter pread; 5 


The Tumult deepen' 5 and the Combate bled. 


MzANT IAE fair Oers, from a Mountain's Brow, 1180 
Awhile Unmor d ſurvey d the Fight below. 

But when from far ſhe faw CAMILLA flain, 

And, round the Corſe, the ſhouting hoſtile Train, | 
Deep from her heavin g Ivory Boſom broke 


A mournful Groan, and thus the Goddeſs ſpoke: 1185 
Too, Too Severely, much-lamented Maid, 


For warring with the Trojans, Thou haſt baid! 


In vain made Sacred by thy Virgin Vow 
To Diax's Name, and grac'd with Dian's Bow! 
Nor yet in Death thy Goddeſs will diſchim 1190 
Her favourd Maid, but crown with endleſs Fame! 
Thy Praiſe ſhall round the Nations be difplay'd, . 
And to T 'by Fate due Vengeance ſhall be od. 
This Moment will 1 make That Vengeance good; 
The guilty Wretch. halt render Blood for Blood. 1195 


Bangaru | 
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BM ZATRH a Hill, Duxcennus' Tomb appears, | 
A potent Latian Lord in former Years ; j 

A Grove of venerable Oaks diſplay d, 

Wide round the Monument, a gloomy Shade. 


Hither the Goddeſs took her rapid Flight, 1200 


And ſpyd Gay Azuxns from the towering Height. 
There as the Youth exults, and ſwells with Pride, 
Whither, poor Daſtard, wou'dſt Thou fly, (ſhe cry d) 
Turn Wretch--This Moment for thy Guilt atone z 1 
And for Camitta's Death receive thy own. 1205 
Go--to the Shades of Hell, her Victim, G 

A Prize Unworthy of Diana's Bow | 


SAE faid; and inſtant from the Golden Sheath 
Drew forth the feather d Meſſenger of Death. 

Fierce in her Rage, the circling Horns ſhe bends 1210 
To the full Stretch, and joyns the doubling Ends. 
One Hand approach d the Point; One drew the Bow, 
And to her Breaſt ſtrain d the tough Nerve below. 

At once the Murderer heard the ſounding Dart, 

And felt the Steely Vengeance in his Heart. I 215 


He lies deſerted by his Social Train, 
Pale and ex expiring on a Foreign Plain! 


While, 


While, from the Field, Triumphant Oris flies 
* on ſpread; Pinions n, the Galen due, AT 


107 DE b. 13 23 bonse bf bnd o wit 

Fixsr fled CAuIILZLA's Band (their Praiick ll g 9 Ms 
Then the Rutulians, routed, quit the Field. 
ATanas' Self, the Chiefs, and Armies run, 
And ſpur their Smoking Courſers to the Town. 
N or can the Troops ſuſtain, - nor dare oppoſe 
The ſlaughtering Swords of their Vidorious Foes ; 1225 : 
Athwart their Backs th unbended Bows they ſlung; , 
* their mn Steeds the ding Champian rung 


Tax lh now, th' W Hoſt appalls. 
A Cloud of Duſt, thick-gathering to the Walls, 
From the tall Towers the trembling Matrons ſpy; 1230 
And Female Shrieks, tumultuous, rend the Sky. 
Mixt with their Foes ruſh headlong thro the Gate 
The Latian Squadrons, nor can ſhun their Fate; 
In vain for Shelter to their Houſes fly, | 
Ev'n there transfixt, in Heaps the Wretches die. 
Some cloſe; the Gates, exclude. their Social Train, 
Who beg Admiſſion to the Town in vainn. 
While Theſe defend th” endanger d Poſts, and Thoſe 
Buſh on their ba a, dreadful Slaughter roſe. 


I235 8 
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With piercing Shrigks, and-lamentable Cris, 1240 
The Children bleed before their Parents Eyes. 
While cloſe behind advanc'd the thundering Foe ; \ 
Some leap down Headlong to the Trench below; 

Some with looſe Reins, abandon'd to their Fate, 

Spurr'd their Impetuous Steeds againſt the Gate. 1245 
But, when Capi 4's Core appear d in View, I 
Warm'd by their Country's Love, the Women flew, 4 
And from the Walls a Storm of Jayelins threw. 
With harden'd Clubs th' advancing Foe they dare, N 
And with tough Staves repell the riſing War. 1250 
Fierce they ruſh on: they glow with martial Fire, 

And for their Native Walls, with Joy and Pride expire. 


— — 


Mzanwails to Tyzxus, ambulh'd in the Shade, | 
The careful Nymph the diſmal News cgnvey'd ; | 
That in the Fight the Yo//ctian Queen was ſlain, 1255 | [ 

| 
| 


That the proud Foe purſu'd the vanquiſh'd Train, 

Who, fluſh'd with full Succeſs, ruſh'd furious on, 

And ſpread the growing Terror to the Town. 

The Chief, (for ſo his adverſe Fates requir'd!) 

Struck with the Tidings, and with Anger fir d, 1260 

All-headlong leaves the guarded Hills again; 

But ſcarce deſcended to the Subject Plainn 
1 


_ 
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Ere the great 77 0 an ſeiz d the vacant E 
— the tall 1 and ifſu'd from the « Ward, 


| By the black Clouds of Duft ANEAS found 1265 


The Latian Hoſt embattled wide around. 


And Tux us knew the Dardan Chief was near, 

From the loud Shouts, that thicken'd on his Ear; 
Perceiv'd the F ootſteps of the trampling Foe, 
And heard diſtinet the Fiery Courſers blow. 727 


Soon had the Heroes join 'd the horrid' Fight ; 
But now the Sun roll'd down the rapid Light ; 


And Plung d, beneath the red Merian Sea, 
The panting Steeds that drew the burning Day. 
Before the City, Camp th impatient Pow'rs ; 


Theſe to defend; and Thoſe to ſtorm the Tow'rs. 1 276: 


The End of the Ekventh Boo. 


T H B 


Twelfth Book of the ANE 1D. 


The ARGUMENT. 


— 


Turnus challenges Eneas to a Single Combate. Articles are agreed . 
„but broken by the Rutulians, who wound Æneas. He is mir 
3 cured by Venus, and forces Turnus 70 4 Duel; with | 
weys Death the Poem concludes. 


: 
1 
| 
| 
| 
| 
jp! 
| 
1 


HEN "hands ſaw the Latians, in Deſpair, 
Link with the Weight of Unſucceſsful War, 
SY 28 Himſelf the Object of the Publick Spight, 

Mark d out, and ſummon'd to the promis'd Fight; 


The furious Prince the Single Combate claims, 5 
And conſcious Courage ſets his Soul in Flames. 
C ccc 2 


As. piere d at Diſtance by. the the Hunter's 8 Dart, 
The Libyan Lion rouzes at the Smart; 
And loudly roaring traverſes. the Plain ; 
Scourges his Sides; and rears his horrid Mane; 10 
Tugs furious at the Spear; the Foe defies; | 
And grinds his Teeth for Rage, and to the Condor flies. 
So ſtorm'd proud Tuxnus ; and, in Wrathful Strain, 
Thus to the King th Impetuous Chief began: 
Where is this Trojan Foe, ſo bold and brave? 15 
Wou'd he retract the Challenge that he gave d 
My Soul can brook no more Delays; I yield 
To his own Terms, and dare him to the Field. 
Renew the Truce, perform the Sacred Rite; 
This Hour, cis Moment 1 demand the Fight. 20 
This Hand ſhall wipe our late Diſgrace away, 
(Our Hoſts may fit Spectators of the Day !) 
This truſty Sword the Daſtard ſhall deſtroy, 
And plunge to Hell that Fugitive of Troy. | 
If not—TIIl own him Victor of the War, ag 
And to his Arms reſign the Royal F 3 


Book XII. VIRGILS ENEID. 563 


So ſpoke the furious Prince, with Scornful Pride; 
The King with mild Benevolence reply'd : \ 
The more brave Youth, thy try'd diſtinguiſh'd Might 
And Valour drive Thee headlong to the Fight, 30 
The more it ſhou'd concern our Royal Care, 
To weigh the Perils and Events of War; | 
This fond and youthful Ardor to aſſuage 
With the cool Caution of Conſiderate Age. 
How many vanquiſh'd Cities are thy own, 35 
Beſides a fair Hereditary Throne? Rs OR 
Me too theſe wealthy warlike Lands obey; 
Thus Both may reign with Independent Sway. 
Our Realm, brave Tuzxxus, Other Virgins grace, 
Of blooming Features and IIluſtrious Race. 40 
Then, Undiſguis d, this Truth with Patience hear, 
Tho harſh aud wounding to a Lover's Ear, 
All Pow'rs forbid, the Human and Divine, 
To match our Daughter in the Latian Line. 
Won by Thy Birth, My Conſort's Tears and G 4 5 
And My own Love, I broke all Sacred — 2229-8 


Cecc 2 Robb' d 
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Robb'd the great Trojan of the Plighted Fair 

Then flew to Arms, and wag'd an impious War. 
From that dire Source to tell what | Miſchief flow, 
Wou'd be to mention, what too well you know, 30 
Fights, Deaths, Defeats, that ſpeak the Wrath Divine; 
Where all the Sad Preheminence is Thine. 

In Two fierce Battles routed and o erthrown, 

Scarce our laſt Hopes are ſhelter d in the Town. 

Huge Heaps of Bones ſtill whiten all the Shore, 3 5 
And the full Streams of Buber ſmoke with Gore. 
Where am I borne, irreſolute and blind? 

What changeful Frenzy turns my wavering Mind? 

If, on Thy Death, the Trojan is my Friend, | 
Sure in thy Life the ſtera Debate may end! 60 
How wou'd all Tzaly my Name diſgrace |. . 
How all my Kindred of Thy Royal Race! 

Shou'dſt Thou (which Heaven avert) by Me be led 
To Death, the Victim of my Daughter's Bed 

If I ſhou'd haſten to ſo Sad an End 1 051: GG 
My Child's fond Lover, and My generous Friend? 
Fhink on the Turns of Fate and Chance of Wars; 
Pity thy Reverend Father's Silver Hairs, 5 
Who mourns thy Abſence in thy Native Town, 

Nor knows the Danger of ſo Dear a Son! 70 


Bur 


1 
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Bur no Succeſs theſe warm Intreaties found, 
The proffer d Med cine but inflam'd the Wound. 
Scarce cou'd he ſpeak for Rage, Diſdain and Pride; 
But thus at length the fiery Youth reply'd : 

O Beſt of Fathers! all this needleſs Care + 98 
For Tuzxus' Life, at His Requeſt, Forbear. 

Life is a Trifle, I with Scorn diſclaim, 

For the bright Purchaſe of Immortal Fame. 

This Hand, Theſe Weapons too are Fatal found; 
And the Blood flies, where Turnus deals the Wound. 80 
Nor in this Combate ſhall. his Mother ſhroud. 

The Recreant Trojan, in an airy Cloud. 
Nor ſhield the Coward with her Aid Divine; — 

This Day, Ye Gods! This glorious Day is Mine. 


Bur now the. frantic Queen, on theſe Alarms, $5 
Half-dead with Fear, hung trembling on his Arms: 
Oh! grant me, TuxNvs, grant this One Requeſt & 
If ever Love or Reverence touch'd thy Breaſt 
For loſt AmaTa, to theſe Sorrows yield, e pag 
Nor meet thy Rival in the fatal Field e : 90 


Regard 
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Regard, Dear Vouth, regard my ſtreaming Tears; 
Thou Only Prop of my declining Vears. Je 

Our Sinking Houſe relies on Thee alone; 

On Thee, our Fame, our Empire and the Throne. 

In Thy Misfortune muſt Amara join; 95 
Her Fate and Welfare are involvd in Thine. 

With Thee to Death, for Refuge will J run, 

Nor live a Captive to a Trojan Son. 


Wir Pity touch'd, the fair Lavinia hears 
Her Mother's Cries, and anſwers with her Tears. 100 
A lovely Bluſh the modeſt Virgin warms, 
Glows in her Cheek, and lights up all her en; 
So looks the beauteous Ivory, ſtaind with Red; 
So Roſes, mixt with Lillies in the Bed, 
Blend their rich Hues Then, gazing on the Fair, 109 
The Heroe rag d, more eager for the War. 4. 
And thus--O Royal Mother} ceaſe your Fears, 
Nor ſend me to the Fight with boding Tears. 
'Tis not in Me, if Heaven has fix d my Date, 
To check th' Unalterable Courſe of Fate. 110 
Go, faithful Herald, Go; and inſtant bear "RET + 
This dreaded Meſſage to the Phrygian's Far. 

* 1 , 729477 e 
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Soon as Au RORA's Rays the Mountain gild, 
He need not lead his Forces to the Field; r 
Our ſingle Valour ſhall diſpute the Day; 1 b 


\ 
(The Hoſts in Peace the Combate ſhall ſurvey.) / 
Thus ſhall His Death or Mine the War decide, 
And the Proud Victor gain the Royal Bride. 


Hs faid; and furious to the Palace ſpeeds ; 
There, at His Call, ruſh forth the fiery Steeds, I20 
Of Matchleſs Spirit and Immortal Kind, N 
White as the Snow, and Swifter than the Wind. 
Of old, to great PiLumnus, Bold and Brave, 


The Sires of Theſe, EA RC THEZUS' Daughter gave. 
Before their Lord the generous Courſers bound, 1235 
Neigh, foam, and fly, and paw the trembling Ground 
The Grooms with Combs their flowing Manes divide, 
And gently ſtroke their Cheſts, and ſooth their Noble Pride. 


Mz AnTiME the Heroe drew his Armour on; 
With Gold and burniſh'd Braſs the Cuiraſs ſhone. 130 
The glittering Helmet, next, his Temples ſpread z 
The Crimſon Creſt plays dreadful o'er his Head; _. 
He graſps the ponderous Shield, and flaming Blade, 
The Sword that Vurcan for his Father made, 


Of 
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Of matchleſs Temper ; & which the Fiery God 135 
Had plung d red-hiſſing in the Szygian. Flood. _ 
Laſt the bright Spear he ſeiz'd, large, ſtrong and tall, 
Prop'd on a Column midſt the lofty Hall; 

The mighty Acroz's Spoil. The Heroe tack 


The beamy Javelin ; and with Fury ſpoke: 140 


My truſty Spear, ſtill Faithful to my Hand | 

Still wing'd with Death, to anſwer my Command ; 
Which once brave Acrok's Arm was wont to wi eld ; 
And Mine now throws ; the Terror of the Field | 


In this great moment fly, nor fly in vain, I45 


But ſtretch yon Phrygian Eunuch on the Plain; 
Oh! give me, thro' his Heart thy Point to thruſt, 


And foil his Scented Treſſes in the Duſt, 


The Coſtly Cuiraſs from his Breaſt to tear, 
And by One Noble Stroke to terminate the War | 150 


Tus, fird with Fury, to the Fight he flies; 
Keen flaſh the Flames, and lighten from his Eyes. 
So the fierce Bull, collected in his Might, 


| . Roars for his Rival, and demands the F ight; 


Impatient for the War, with Fury burns, 1 55 


And tries on every Tree his Angry Horns, 1 
Bends 
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Bends his ſtern Brows, and puſhes at the Air, > 7 ny | 
And paws the flying Sands, the Prelude of the War. 


As fierce and eager for the dire Alarms, 
The Trojan blazes in Celeſtial Arms; 160 
To meet his Rival in the Field prepares, 
Pleas'd with the Fight to terminate the Wars. 
He ſets his Sorrowing Friends and Son at Eaſe, 
Expounds the Fates' Unchangeable Decrees. 

And inſtant bids the Meſſengers report 165 | 
The Terms of Combate to the Latian Court. OR 


SCARCE had the Morn (all-beauteous to behold!) 
Tip'd the blue Mountains with a Gleam of Gold. | 
The Suns fierce Steeds, high-bounding - o'er the Sea, 
From their wide Noftrils Snort the Beams of Day. 170 
When for the Chiefs, they drew a Line around, 
And in juſt Limits cloſe the liſted Ground. | 
Then verdant Altars raiſe to all the Pow'rs 1 
Of Earth or Heaven, whom either Hoſt adores. | 
In Linnen Robes, with Vervain crown'd, they bring 175 
The Sacred Fire, and Water from the Spring. 


Dddd 1 HERE, 
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Ki Hils, with bright Lances, all the Trojan Train nA 
Pour thro the opening Portals to the Plain: | 
The Trojans there, and Ty ſcans in Array, 

And Ranks embattled, bend their eager Way. 180 
Amid the Thouſands with a Grace Divine, 5 
In Gold and Purple gay, the Leaders ſhine. 
Here, towering o'er the Troops Asvias ſtood; 
Great MnzsTHEvs there, of Troy's Imperial Blood. 
There, brave Msssarvs, of Immortal Strain, 185 
Sprung from the mighty Monarch of the Main. 
The Sign now given thro each impatient Hoſt, 

Each Chief retires to his appointed Poſt. 

At eaſe the Soldiers fall their ponderous Shields, 

And pitch their idle Javelins in the Fields. 190 
Old Sires and Matrons, with the vulgar Thron, 
Lean'd o'er the Walls, and from the Turrets _— 
With longing Eyes che great Event they wait, 

And Crowds. on Crowds Peel forward thro' the Gate. 


Bur from che fam 'd ALBano's Shady Brows, 195 
(T ho' then without a Name the Mountain roſe 
T he Queen of Heaven the Latian Town beheld, 

The Hoſts embattled, and the crouded Field, © 
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Then to brave Tuxxus' Siſter, who preſides 4s | 
O'er Lakes and Streams, and awes the roaring Tides, 200 
{On the fair N ymph, that Province was beſtow * 
For her loſt Honour, by the T hund ring God; * 
Her Fears the Goddeſs of the Skies expreſt; 
And thus che Goddeſs of the Floods addreſt : 


Quzzn of the Founts and Streams, and far above 20 s 
The Race of Latian Nymphs in ]uno's Love, ? 
Thoſe Nymphs, who, by my wandering Lord miſled _ 
Preſum'd to mount our own Imperial Bed; | | 
Yet Thee, I ſuffer d in his Grace to . 5 | 
And ſhare th immortal Honours of the Skies. 210 | 
With deep Concern ſad Tidings muſt I bear, ; ; | 
What I muſt grieve to Speak, and You to hear. $1 | 
The Latian State and Tou RN us, in the War, "A 
While Fortune favour'd, were my conſtant Gor. 

Now his inevitable Hour draws nigh ; 5 2 1 5 
On Terms unequal is he doom'd to die. | 
But from the fatal Field, th' appointed Fi ght, 
Lo! I retire; nor can I bear the Sight. 
If Thou canſt ſave him yet from Death, deſcend; ph 
Some better Fate Thy Efforts may attend; 3 20 
Fly—and exert the Siſter and the Friend. 
Dddd 2 SHE 
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IT: faid ; JuTvUanA wept, by Grief oppreſt, 
Thrice tore her Hair, and beat her Ivory Breaſt. 


Fry, Juno cries, and ſtop the dire Debate, 
F ly, fly, and ſnatch him, if you can from Fate. 22 5 
Nor waſte the Hours in Tears, and vain Deſpair, 
Break, break the Truce, and wake the ſlumbering War. 
On Me diſcharge the Crime; The Goddeſs faid ; 
And left involy'd in Doubts the mournful Maid. 


Now came the Kings; four Stately Courſers bear 230 
In Pomp, the Latian Lord's Imperial Car. 

Twelve Golden Rays around his T emples ſhone, 

To mark his glorious Lineage from the Sun ; 

Young Tuxvus next appear d, Two Spears he held, 
And Two White Courſers drew him to the Field. 235 
Znzas then advanc'd, with Grace Divine, 
Th' Illuſtrious Father of the Roman Line; 
High in his Hand the Starry Buckler raisd; 
And in Immortal Arms the Heroe blaz d. 
With Him his Son Ascanivs took his Place, 240 
The Second Hope of Rome's Majeſtic Race. 


Slow 
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Slow the Proceſſion moves, the Sacred Prieſt 
Stood by his Altar, in the Linnen Veſt ; 

- A tender Lamb for Sacrifice /preferr'd, | 
And a young Victim from the briſtly Herd. 245 \ 
They turn their Faces to the dawning Day ; 

The falted Cakes with Solemn Reverence pay; 

The Victims ſign'd, the foremoſt Hairs they Drew, 
And on the Hearth the firſt Libations threw. 

Then the great Trojan Prince -unſheath'd his Sword, 250. 
And thus with lifted Hands the Gods ador'd. ; 


Trov Land, for which I wage the War, and Thou 
Great Source of Day, be witneſs to My Vow ! 
Almighty King of Heaven and Queen of Air, 
(Propitious now; and reconcibd by Pray'r ;) 2 55 
Thou Maxs, enthron'd on Great Olympus Height, 
Lord of the Field, and Maſter of the Fight; my 
Ye Springs, ye Floods, ye Various Powers who lie 
Beneath the Deeps, or tread the Golden Sk) 
Hear and Atteſt! If, Victor in the F rays 260 
The Daunian Leader gains the glorious Day; NE 
My Son his Claim of Empire ſhall) releaſe : 

My Trojan Subjects ſhall depart in Peace. 
, HED But 
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But ſhould the Conqueſt prove my happy Lot, ; | 
(For 1 think, and Heaven confirm the Thought Vi 26 wy 
The r never hall my Rule obey; ; | 
Already I diſclaim th imperial Sway. N 

From Fight let each unconquer'd Nation ceaſe, 
And join in Leagues of everlaſting Peace. 

To King Larixus I reſign the Care, N. — ( 9 
The Pomp of State, with all Concerns of War, 
And every Regal Claim; — the Rites Divine 

And the Religious Province ſhall be Mine. 

For Me my Troſan Friends a Town ſhall frame, 

And grace the riſing Towers, with fair Lavinia's Name. 


Tus He; then old LArixus lifts his Eyes | 
And his Right Hand, with Reverence to the Skies. 
By the ſame Oath, by Heaven and Earth and Main, 
And all the Powers, that all the Three contain, * 
Larona's Twins, that grace the bright Abode; 80 
Ianus, the mighty, double-fronted God; 
Th' Infernal Monarch, and the Fiends below, 

And Jovz, whoſe Bolts, avenge the Broken Vow! 

To ſandtify my Word, Behold! 1 ſtand, | ho 
And on theſe Hallow'd Altars lay my Hand, rode, 
waters 
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Whate er enſues, Misfortune or Succeſs, 

No Time ſhall break this Solemn League of Peace. 

Nor ſhake my Purpoſe; but entire and whole, 

Fll keep the Sacred Tenour of my Soul; 

No Art ſhall win me, and no Power compell, 2290 
Not, tho” the Golden Skies ſhould plunge to Hell ; 
Yon' Starry Splendors from their Spheres ſhould fall, 
And Ocean ſpread his. Waters o'er the Ball. 

Firm is the Word, and Sure the Oath I Swore; 
Sure, as this Scepter ne er ſhall flouriſh more; 295 
No more it's verdant Honours ſhall renew, . 
Lopt from the Mother Tree where once it grew,, 

Now by the Artiſt's Hand adorn'd with: Braſs, 

And worn Succeſſive by our Regal Race 


Tu Princes thus the ſolemn Compact bound 300 
By mutual Oaths, with all the Peers around, 
The Prieſts before the Fires the Victims flay, 
Eager, the ſmoking Entrails rent away ; 

And, on the Altars rang'd, the loaded Chargers lay. | 


| Bur the Rutulians griev'd, by Fears oppreſt, | 395 
And various Tumults work in every Breaſt, ; 
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Long ſince they ſaw their Prince o 'er-inatch' d in Might, 
And curſt the Terms of ſuch unequal Fight. 
Their Dread encreaſes, as the Chiefs draw near, 
And Tukxus' Looks augment the general Fear. 310 
Trembling, aghaſt, he moves with ſilent Pace, 
A deadly Paleneſs ſpreads oer all his Face. 
Cloſe by the Altars ſide, in Care profound, 
His penſive Eyes he fix d upon the Ground. 


SooN as the Siſter ſaw, the giddy Crowd 315 
Had chang d their Minds, and ſpoke their Fears aloud. 
In = CamtaTtts Form, of high - Renown, 

For Birth, his Father's Valour and his own, - 
Her flight amidſt the murmuring Bands ſhe took, 
Inflam'd their Rage, and thus the Hoſt beſpoke: 320 


War Shame, Rutulians, valiant as we are, 
On One to lay the whole Succeſs of War! 
Behold the utmoſt Force the Foe can boaſt 
The few poor Relicks of their ſhatter d Hoſt, __ 
Heav'ns---can we ſhrink from ſuch a ſlender Pow'r | 3 525 
Are not our Men the ſame | Our Numbers more? 
Should our whole Army to the Fight repair, 
$carce All their Troops would half employ our War! 
| *534 4 "Tis 
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"Tis true, your Heroe to the Gods ſhall. riſe, - 
A ſelf- devoted Victim to the Skies. | 
Yet the brave Chief eternal Praiſe ſhall claim, 
And live for ever in a length of Fame. 
While We, O Shame! a baſe degenerate Hoſt, 
Look tamely on, and ſee our Country loſt! 
Stretch our vile Hands to Servitude abhor'd, 


And court the Bondage of a Foreign Lord! 


335 


Tus fiery. Speech inflam'd the liſt'ning Train; 


'Thro' all the Hoſt the gathering. Murmur ran. 


Now chang'd, the Latians wiſh for Peace no more, 
But long to break the League They ſought before. 340 


They pity Tuxxus' Fortune, and prepare 
With eager Ardor, to renew the War. 


Hts Siſter ſent (the Tumult to improve, ) 
A falſe deluſive Omen from above. 

In Pomp a towering Eagle ſoars on high, 
And ſudden ſhooting from th' Etherial Sky, 
Drives a vaſt Flock of watry Fowls before, . 
On ſounding Wings along the winding Shore, 


Then, where the Floods in ſoft Maeanders ran, 
..163800 


In his huge Talons truſs'd a Silver Swan. 
E eee 


345 


Th' 
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Th' aſtoniſhd [ in Courage riſe, | | 
When lol the Flock, (ware wond'rous to their 2705 
Turn and purſue che Vidor theo” the Skie . 
Preſt by the Foe, incumber'd with the Prey, 
He drops the ponderous Prize, and- wings th' Aerial Way, 
With Shouts the Latians hail th” auſpicious Sight, 
ds Kc peter ood 


"es 


Tis what I wilh'd, the fag expected Sign, 
(Toros cryd)l thank the Power Dirine. 
ps follow Me, my Friends, Your Aid ſupply, 360 
orc'd by the Foe, like yonder Birds to fly; 
oy thro” your waſted Shores the Victor n 
Who now ſhall foon ruſh headlong to the Deeps. 
Haſte ; fave your Leader from the fatal Fray; 
Cloſe, cloſe your Ranks ; engage; and v win the Day. 365 


He ſaid; 2 farth, and midſt the Trojazs. * 
His aten Dart, that whiſtled as it flew; 


Tumultuous Shouts purſue the parting Spear, 
And all now grow more cager for the . 


NIA ** EY at their 8 Head, 370 
D en, Bet. 


ö 92 9 X 8 Shone 


# 
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Shone in the Front; the Spear  impetuous flew | as. 


Amidſt the Brothers, and the youngeſt flew ; = oe : g 

A lovely blooming, Youth ;/ with Fury caſt, 5 4 

Beneath the Belt the ſtrely Javelin pat, 375 
Trangfixt the Stripling with a deadly Wound, 

And firetch'd him pale, and gaſping on the Ground. | i 

All-fir'd with Vengeance for their Brother lain, * 

Fierce to the Combat fly the Martial Train. 

Some draw the glittering Sword and ſome advance, 380 


With the broad Spear, and ſhake the flaming Lance. 
1 


Wirn equal Speed, their * to oppole, | 5 
Pour forth in endleſs Tides the Latian Foes. 
As ſwift th Arcadian Troops, with ſculptur d Shields, 
Ruſh'd on with 779 and delug'd all the Ficlds. 385 
Strait to their Enſigns the bold Bands repair, wine 
mm to decide the great Event by War. 


1 HE PAP g Coca the 2 Rites confound 3 3 


Strip the bright Altars; tos the Fires around; 50 
And ſeize the Goblets; while the Javelins wy 390 
In Iron Storms, and tempeſt all the Sky. „ Dog 
The good old King, affrighted, from the Plain 


Bears back his violated Gods again, | 
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XII. 
Some yoke the Courſers to the Car with Spend; | 
Some vault impetuous, on the ſnorting Steed. 395 
Some to the Field the kindling Troops excite, 2 
Draw their bright Swords, and headlong ruſh to Fight: 


EA Gi x to break: the Peace, with all his Force; 
The fierce Mass xrus ſpurr'd his thundering Horſe 


Full on AulESTES, with a furious Spring, 400 
2 Royaf Enfigns of a King: 

er the high Altars as the Chief gave way, 
baten plung d in Duſt, and grov ling lay. 
There at his Length, extended on the Plain, 
He. pleads for Mercy, but he pleads in vain 1 
Th'Impetuous Victor flew with rapid Speed, 
Shook his huge Spear, and; bending from the Steed 
Transfixt the Monarch; then; inſulting, cries; 

He bleeds!---This Victim ſure muſt pleaſe the Skies! 
The joyful Latians eager for the Prey, 40 
Strip the warm Corſe and bear the Spoils away. 
Then, as the mighty Ezvsus drew. near, 

And at bold cho US ſhook the Spear, | 
He. ruſhd againſt him with a furious Pave, :* + 1 
Snatch'd a red Reap and daſh'd it on his e 


405 


415 


Thro 
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Thro'- Ambient Air a noiſom Scent expires, 

As the long Beard ſhrimk crackling in the Fires, 
Stunn'd as he ſtood? with ſadden Darkneſs round, 

The raging Victor drags him to» the Ground; 

Then ſeiz d his Eocks ; his forceful Knee apply'd, 420 
And plung'd the vengeful} Faulchion in his Side. 


From: PopaLrIrus; eager to purſues © 

Thro' the firſt Ranks, the Shepherd Arsus flewy - 
Then turn'd; and, with his Ax deſcending full 

Cleaves at one dreadful Stroke his ſhatter'd Skull. 435 
With Blood and Brains his Arms are cover'd oer; 

The thirſty Sands are drench'd with Streams of Gore. 
An Iron Sleep came ſwimming o'er his Sight, [A 
And wrapt the Warrior in eternal Night. 


Bur the juſt Trojan Prince, amidſt the Band, 430 
Without his Helmet ruſh'd, and ſtretcht his ü: Al 
Whither, my Eriends, ah | whither wou'd you run? 
The Terms ſtand fixt; the Combat is my own. © - 
Diſmiſs your Fears; nor My Revenge purſue; - 

For Tu RNUus, TurNwus 1s your Generals Due. 435 
That Victim, theſe Religious Rites demand; g- 


Already facred to this conqu'ring Hand. 9 . 
| | Wrru 
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blinde lulbrenb ein no gatcllels bus wine 

Wall yet he ſpoke 3 loud - hiſſi hen, * a. 
With thirſty Rage, a feather'd Arrow flies; Shen oft" 
And reach'd the Heroe with a certain Aim; 440 
But from what Hand, was never told by Fame. 
None knew, what Fortune, or aſſiſting God, 
So proud a Triumph on the Foe beſtow'd, 
Nor one in all the mighty Hoſt was found, 
Who claim'd the Praiſe of that important Wound. 43 
The Chiefs aſtoniſn d, Tuxxus now beheld, 1 
And the brave Prince retiring from the Field, 
High Hopes of Conqueſt in his Boſom riſe; | 
Strait for his Courſers, and, his Arms he cries; 
Vaults, with a furious Bound, into the Car, 450 
Shakes the looſe Reins, and ruſhes to the War. Wy 
Raging he ſpreads the growing Slaughter round, 
Some Foes expire; Some welter on the Ground! 
Some fly-—in vain for, ſwiſter than the Wind, 
His winged Lance arreſts em from behind. 459 
Fierce o'er the proſtrate Foes. the Heroe rolls 
His „ — and cruſhes out their Souls, 


As whe! on. Hase Banks the God o M, 
Flies to the Combat on his rattling Car; 


Frowns 
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Frowns, ſhouts, and, claſhing on his dreadful Shield, 
Laſhes his fiery Courſers to the Field: 
The Steeds devour the Ground, out-ſtrip the * 
And leave the Pinions of the Storm behind. | 
Thrace feels, thro? all her Realms their furious Courſe, 
Shook by the Prancings of the thundering Horſe, 468 
Fear, Fraud, and Force, and Flight à ghaſtly Tran 
Of horrid Forms and Fendi, attend him to the Plain. 
So drove flem Tuzxnvs with reſiſtleſs Might, 

His ſmoking sebr oer the Field of Fight 3 
Their rapid Hoofs thro Heaps of Carnage tore, ' 470 
Plung d deep into the Sands, diſtain'd with human Gore. 
Oer Piles of Dead and Dying Warriors bound, 
And, as they fly, they daſh the bloody Duſt around. 


Now hapleſs Tamysxrs and Pho us fell, 
And now he ſent bold 8THENE LVs to Hell. Op 
Theſe, Hand to Hand, he ſlew, approaching near; 
The laſt, at Diſtance, with his pointed Spear: 
At Diſtance both th' Imbracides expise, 
Train'd in fair L,yeis, by their Valiant Sire; 


In cloſer Fight, the dauntleſs Warriors join d; 480 
Or diſtanc'd with their Stceds Wan Wind. A, 
At. 07 Turks 
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Tr nx: with high Vautits'ruſh'd proud Eu DEG on 
Foredoom'd to Fate, ambitious Dor ox's Son. 
Baſe as his Father, with his Grandſire's Name, 
The recreant Soldier ſought the Field of Fame, 485 
But with the luckleſs Fortune of his Sire, 9 
Who claim'd Peripss' Courſers for his Hire, 
When ſent the Grecian Army to explore; 
Vain Fool! he ventur'd, but return'd no more, 
Slain by Typipss Hand, reſign'd his Breath, 490 
And ſhar'd a juſter Recompence in Death! u 


Him when the Daunian Heroe fpy'd from far, i] 


Firſt a light Dart he launch'd in open Air, 9 
Stops the fleet Steeds, and, furious, quits the Car; | 
Stood o'er the Tejan, proſtrate as he lay, 495 


Trod on his Neck, and wrench'd the Sword away. 
Then thro' his Throat the deadly Faulchion thruſt, - 
And thus inſults him groveling in the Duſt. 

Lie there, poſſeſs the Land thy Valour gains! 

And meaſure,” at thy Length, our Zatian Plains! 500 
Such, ſuch: deferv'd Rewards I ſtill beſtow, 

When call'd to Battle, on the vaunting ' Foe ; 
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Thus may You build Your Town, and thus enjoy 


Theſe Realms, * proud Preſumptuous Sons Troy / 


NexT 1 his flying * Awg led, 50g ' 
A Second Lance lay'd mighty CuLoxeus dead. 
In Dazes' Breaſt he plung'd the pointed Steel, 
And ſent the bold THERSILOCHUS to Hell. 
Then pierc'd ThHyYMEaTEs with a fatal Wound, 
Whoſe floundring Steed had caſt him to the Ground. 5 10 
As o'er the Ægean Deeps when Boreas roars, 
And rolls the Waves tumultuous to the Shores, 
The driving Clouds before the Whirlwind fly, 
And break, and ſcatter thro' the ruffled Sky. 
So where bold Tuzxus ruſh'd inflam'd. with Ire, 515 
Their Orders ſcatter, and whole Hoſts retire. 
Whirl'd on his rapid Car, the Heroe gains. 
New rage, new Vigour, as he ſweeps the Plains. 
High o'er his Helm his Crimſon Creſt, inclin'd 
By every Breath, nods dreadful in the Wind! 520 


No more, in proud Diſdain, could Pxs6 tus bear, 
To ſee the Heroe rule the Tide of War. 

But, raſhly furious, to the Car proceeds 
geiz d the looſe Reins, and turn'd the flying Steeds. 


Ffff Him, 
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Him, as ſuſpended on the Yoke he hung, 525 
By the ſwift Chariot drag d in Duſt along, is 
 Thro' the bor'd Corſlet, the ſharp Javelin found, 
And raz'd the Warrior with a ſlender Wound. 
Yet, with his Shield oppos d he dares the Blow, 
And with his-brandiſh'd Sword affaults the Foe. 530 
The whirling Wheels with fiery Speed impell'd, 
Soon ſhoot him headlong on the Sanguine Field. 
Swift Tuxnus follow'd ; and his Faulchion drew; 
Between the Cuiraſs and the Head it flew. 
The guſhing Blood diſtains the Sands around, 535 
And the pale Trunk lay groveling on the Ground. 


Tuvs while the conquering Chief his Progreſs held, 
Rag d, ſtorm'd, and reign'd the Maſter of the Field. 
AcnraTEs, MNnEsTHEUs, and the Royal Heir 

Attend the Trojan Prince with duteons Care, 540 
(As prop'd, and leaning on the Spear, he went.) 
And plac'd the bleeding Heroe in the Tent. 

The ſteel, deep-riveted, with eager Hands 

He tugs Impatient, and their Aid demands, 
More wide to lay the Wound, a paſſage bare, 545 
Unroot the Dart, and ſend him to the War. 


No 
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Now came lär ts to relieve his Pain, 
Of old by Pu on zus loy'd,” nor lovd in vain. 
On whom the God had proffer'd to beſtow 
His Lyre, his Bays, his Preſcience, and his Bow. 5 50 
But, (to prolong his drooping Father's Days,) LH 
The Youth refus'd his Arrows, Lyre and Bays, 
And preſcient Skill; but choſe the healing Part, 
A ſilent, uſefull, tho' inglorious Art. 


Uxmov'pd with all the Sorrow and the Care 555 
Of Friends, Attendants, and the Royal Heir, þ 
His mighty Spear th' Impatient Chief ſuſtains, 

Who grinds his Tecth for Rage, nor heeds the glowing Pains. 
The Sage now haſtens to the "Taſk aſſign d, 
And firſt Diſpatchful tucks his Robes behind; 560 
Tries all the Vegetable Pow'rs around, Dat 
To cool the Smart, and mitigate the Wound, | 
His Hands ſollicite now with tender Art; 
Now tug in vain with Vigour at the Dart. 
At length he pray d; Nor Phokzus heard the Pray r; 565 
And nearer every Moment pour'd the War. F 
Thick and more thick the growing Horrors riſe 5. 1, 
A Cloud of Duſt involves the Golden Skies. 

* 2 The 
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The trampling Steeds, the thundering Foes drew nigh, 
And midſt the Camp the ſhowering Javelins fly. 570 
The mingling Cries, from every Part reſound; 

Some ſhout, ſome groan, ſome gaſp upon the Ground. 


Now touch'd with Pity for the Hero's Pain, 

Deſcends the Goddeſs Mother on the Plain. 

A Branch of Sovereign Dittany ſhe bore, 
From Ida gather d, on the Cretan Shore. 

Luxuriant Leaves the Taper Stalk array ; 

The Stalk in Flowers; The Flowers in Purple gay. 

The Goats, when pierc'd at Diſtance by the Dart, 

| Apply the Med'cine to the wounded Part. 580 

This Juice, while Clouds conceal her Radiant F * 
The Queen infuſes in the Golden Vaſe; 

Tempers with ſcented Pakkicts the Whole, 

And with Ambrofial Liquors crowns the Bowl. 

Nor knew the Sage the Succour that he found, 585 

But with” the balmy Mixture bathes the Wound. 

._ once the throbbing Anguiſh paſt away; 

Stanch'd was the Blood, and in the Bottom lay. 

The Dart, tho' deeply rooted, at Command 

Moves up, a0 anſwers * ne $ Hand. 


95 


590 
His 
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His former Vigour now ſucceeds to Pain, 

And Life burns bright in all her Powers again. 
laers firſt perceiv d th' Immortal Art, 

That cool'd the raging Pangs, and clos'd the Part. 
Raptur'd he ſaw the Cure; and firſt impelld 595 
The Prince, renew'd in Courage, to the Field. 
Arms for the Chief, he cries; Prepare his Arms ; 
And Inftant ſend him to the dire Alarms. 

This Cure, great Heroe, is no Work of Mine, 
Nor Mortal Art; but done by Hands Divine. 600 
Thy Life ſome Guardian God has made his Care, 
Who ſends Thee back to fight, and conquer in the War. 


. Þ 


Tu fierce, impatient Prince, had cover'd o'er 
His manly Legs with Golden Greaves before. 
Now, all on Fire, his mighty Lance he took, 60 5 
And in his Hand the ponderous Weapon ſhook. 
High on his Arm the Heavenly Shield he rais'd ; 
And, on his Breaſt, the radiant Cuiraſs blaz'd. 
Then, with a cloſe Embrace he firain' d his Son ; 3 
And kiſt him thro' his Helm, and thus begun. 610 


FROM Me true Courage, and in Camps, to cure; 155 
From Others learn, My Son, Succeſs in War. 
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I go to labour in the bloody Fray, 


To fight, and guard Thee in the dreadful Dag 
; To crown Thee with a bright Immortal Name, 615 


To teach thy Youth the glorious Paths to Fame. | 
Thou, in Thy Riper Years, the Virtues trace, 

And copy all the Worthies of thy Race. 
Thy Soul may Hscron and NE As fire, 


LY 


Thy Godlike Uncle and thy martial Sire! 620 


So broke the How yy by Rage impell'd, 


Tower d from the Tent, Majeſtic, to the Field; 


Shook a huge Javelin in his Vigorous Hand ; 
And with their Chief pour'd forth the Martial Band. 
Axrhzus and MnzesTHEUs led th' embattled Train, 625 
And All ruſh'd furious to the deathful Plain. 

Beneath the Warriors groans the trembling Ground, 
And Clouds of Duſt involve the Region round. 


Now Tuznus. and his Hoſt the Foe beheld 
From a high Mound, advancing der the Field. 630 
The aſtoniſn d Troops a general Fear confounds, | 


But firſt his Siſter heard the dreadful Sounds. 
Too well She knew the dire Alarms from far 
And trembling - fled before the moving War. 1 97146 


. Fierce 
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Fierce, with their Leaders, march the Trojan Train; 635 
And the black Squadrons darken all the Plain. 

As when ſome Tempeſt o'er mid Ocean roars, 
And, wing'd with Whirlwinds, gathers to the Shores ; 
With boding Hearts the Peaſants hear from far 

The ſullen Murmurs of the diſtant War; 640 

Foreſee the Harveſts levell'd with the Ground, 

And all the Forefts ſpread in Ruins round ; 

Swift to the Land the hollow grumbling Wind 

Flies and proclaims the furious Storm, behind. 

So Swift, ſo Furious great EN EAS flew, 645 

And led againſt the Foes the martial Crew. 

The thickning Squadrons, wedg d in cloſe Array. 

In one black Body win their deſperate Way. 

By MNzsTHEvus lain, in Duſt AxcRHETIUs lies, 

And by TyrMBRrEAUs Sword Os181s dies. 650 

Next Gy as Lance the mighty Urzns ſped, 

And EyrvLo by brave AchArEs bled. 

Evn curſt Tol vuxivs fell, whoſe fatal Spear, 

Launch'd at the Dardan Hoſt, renew'd the War. 1 
A Peal of Shouts, tumultuous, tore the Sky, fo 65 5 

And o'er the Field the pale Rutulians fly. jos 

But with Diſdain the 770jan Heroe glows : 
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Nor waſtes his Vengeance on inferior Foes. 


—— 
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He ſcorns to fight the Few, who ſtand their Ground, 
Or in their Backs the flying Crowds to wound, 660 
Nux x us, and him alone, he calls aloud - _ / 
To fight, and hunts him thro the duſty Cloud. 
Ox this, his anxious Siſter ſeiz d with Fear, 

Hurl'd from his lofty. Seat, the Charioteer, 
Mariscus the Renown'd; toſt far away, 6065 
The wondering Chief beneath the Harneſs lay. 
Herſelf aſſumes his Armour, Voice and Air, 

Snatches the Reins, and vaults into the Car. 


As, the black Swallow, that in Queſt of Prey, 
Round the proud Palace wings her wanton Way, 670 
When for her Children ſhe provides the Feaſt, _ _ 
To ſtill the Clamours of the craving Neſt, 
Now wild Excurſions round the Cloyſter takes ; 

Now, ſportive winds ;- or skims along the Lakes. 
So flies the Goddeſs on the rapid Car, 675 
From Side to Side, and traverſes the War. 15 
Now here, now there, ſhe brings the Chief to Sight, 
But ftill ſhe turns him from the fatal Fight. 


Nox 
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Thrids all the Shifting Courſe, and breaks the Croud 
With furious Speed, and calls the Chief aloud. 

Oft as he ſpy d him and approach'd the Car, 

As oft his Siſter plung'd amid the War. 

Where'er the Trojan Heroe bends his Courſe ; 685 
Averſe, the Goddes turns the flying Horſe. 
What . ſhould he do? a thoufand Thoughts divide 

His wavering Soul, that points to every Side! 
When, lo! Mzessarvus croſt him in the Field, 

And in his Hand two ſhining Javelins held. 690 
One, at the Prince. with level'd Aim, he threw, © 
Beneath his Shield the cautious Prince withdrew ; 

Low bending on his Knee, ſecure he lay ; 

But the ſwift Javelin ſtrikes his Plume away. 

Then, when the meditated Fraud he view'd ; 69 5 
That ftill his Rival fled, as he purſu'd ; | 
He firſt invok'd the Thund'rer to redreſs 

The Rites profan'd, and violated Peace. 

Then ruſh'd amid the Train; No Check nor Bd” 


His Fury knew, but ſtretch'd the Slaughter round. 70 


Gg gg The 
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The faithleſ: 'Foes he thinks it vain to ſpare, 
And fir d with Vengeance; gives a Looſe to War. 


WrarT God will now infpire me, to diſplay 
The Rage of Death, and Horrors of the Day ? 
What Crowds of Heroes periſh'd on the Plain, 505 
By mighty Tuzxxnus, and Anzas Slain? 


Was it thy Will the Nations ſhould engage, 
(Great Sire of Heaven) with ſuch unbounded Rage ? 


Who ſoon from War and Violence muſt ceaſe, 
Leagu'd in a Bond of everlaſting Peace ? 710 


EN E as firſt flew S Ucko in the Fight, 


Whoſe Sword had turn'd the Trojan Troops to F light 


With a ſwift Stroke, and all his Force apply'd, 


He plung'd the deadly Faulchion in his Side. 


Then with his Brother, Auvcus was killd, . 5775 
Caſt from his Steed by Tuxnus on the Field. 


With the long Lance, this towering Chief he gor d; 


Thro' that impetuous, drove the pointed Sword. 
Then, on his Chariot hung, in Triumph bore 
Their Heads aloft that drop'd with livid Gore; 720 
Next, at one Charge, on three bold Chiefs he few; 3 


With 


Book XII. VIRGIL's ENEID. 595 


With them of Thebar Race, ON TES fell. 
Fair PRRTDIA's Son; and ſunk to Hell. 5 b 
Then bled two Brothers, who from Lycia come, 725 | 
Nor their own Pxozzus could pervert their Doom. | 
Next poor MENÆTES by his Arm was ſlain, 

Who ſhunn'd fo long the dreadful War in vain. 

A skilful Angler; once he made abode, 

Bleſs'd with content, by Lerna's plenteous Flood. 730 
There dreſs'd his Father, to the Great unknown, 


A ſtranger Field, and Furrows not his own. oN | 


As the fierce Flames thro' the tall Forreſt fly, 

This Way and that, and kindle all the Sky, | 

Or rapid Torrents from the Mountains ſweep, 735 | 

Roar down the Sides and thunder to. the Deep; 

With Weight reſiſtleſs, and deſtructive Sway, 

O'er half a ruin'd Country break their Way. 

So thro” the Field, in different Parts engag'd, . 

As ſwift and fierce the Rival Heroes rag d. 7240 

They burſt with Wrath; they riſe to every Blow 34 
hey ſend their Souls with every Lance they throw. 


A Rock's vaſt Weight the great Anzas threw _ 


Th' enormous Fragment, like a Whirlwind, flew, - 5 
y Gggg 2 And 
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And hurl'd Muzzanus en the Ground, who vw" 74S 
His vaunted Lineage from the Lanan Kings. 
Headlong the Warrior from the Ghaviot flies 

Amidſt the Harnefs, and incumber'd lies; 
The Courſers ſtartle at the flaming Sword; 
Paw dow, W ts 


750 


On HrYL.L oy Tosvus ruſh'd with all his Might, 
As fir d with Rage, the Ohief advanc'd to Fight. 
Full at his golden Helmet, o'er tlie Plain, 

T he Javelin flew and ſtung him to the Brain; 
Nor thee, the braveft of the Greciun Band, „ Yi 
Thy Valour CR ET RU, ſuv'd from Tux NU Hand 
Next fell the Prieſt Cr zNrus in the Strife, 
Nor his own Gods could guard his ſacred Life ! 
Fall in his Beaſt Zx's xs plung'd the Dart, 
That piere d the brazen — in his let. 
unn bed, rent Eo Lus by Tonnve « killa, 

And ſuttk, a Bulk Enormous, on the Field | 

Whom mot 'the Grecian Heroes 'could deſtroy, 

Nor all their Armies in the Wars of Troy, . 
Nor great Acute with his vengeful Steel, 765 
Tho by bis Atm te Phrygian Empire fell 


Here 
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Here ends his Liſe; his ſtately Palace flood a 
Beneath fair Ida cotrſecrited Wood! 

There liv'd the mighty Man; his cold remains 
At length lie buried in the Latian Plains 770 


No in all Parts the martial Squadrons wage 
A general War, with undiſtinguiſh'd Rage. 
The Latian, Trojan, and Rutulian Force, 

The Tuſcan Cohorts, and Arcadian Horſe, 

Beneath their Chick, embattled, ſpread the Plain; 775 
Here MNnzsTuwzvus, there SzxEsTUs fares the Train; 
Here great AsvLas ſwept the Field; and there 
Storm'd brave Mzs84avus, the Renown'd in War. 
Each fights, as in bis Arm the mighty Day, 


With all the Fate of his great General lay; 780 
No Stop, no Check the fiery Warriors knew, 1 


With their long Toils their kindling Ardor grew, 
And with freſh V igour to the Field they flew. 

Bur VENxuUs now infpires her Godlike Son, br 
To leave the Field, and ſtorm th Imperial Town. EI 
As following Tunxx us thro' the Ranks he flies, | 


From Side to Side he darts his _— Eyes; Be 88 
e ee 


* k 


(G2 8 £4. { | 1 N, a” LI F L D K 
398 VI RGILS = NEID. Bock XII. 


When, lo! before Him, in a full Survey, 
Exempt from War, the fenceleſs City lay. 45 

He views the promis d Prize with Stern Delight; 
His Soul takes Fire, and kindles at the Sight. 


= LITTON the Heroe "calls: his Chiefs around, 


With all his Bands, and mounts a riſing Ground. 
Then, as they raisd their ample Shields and ſhook 
Their pointed Lances, their bold Leader ſpoke. 
Attend, and inſtant, theſe Commands obey, 


| Inſpir'd by favouring Jovx who points the Way. 


All Speed this noble E ae demands, 

Claims all your Care, and urges all your Hands. 
This Day, This Hour, unleſs the Latians yield, 

And own your Chief, the Victor of the Field, 


" Ey'n from the loweſt Stone my Rage ſhall tear 


Yon' Town, the Source of this deſtructive War. 
Yon' perjur d Court my Vengeance ſhall confound, 


790 


795 


5 


800 


And thoſe proud Towers lie ſmoking on the Ground. 80 5 


Twice have we 'yanquiſh d the Rutulian Train; 


Still muft I wait till Tux N us will be ſlain ? 


Z No at yon Walls the ſure Deſtruction aim, 


Revenge che broken League with Sword and F lame. 


Vour Arms againſt the guilty City bend, 


There the dire War began, and there ſhall end. 


81e 


Rouz' p 
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Rovz'» at the Word, all-wedg'd in firm Array, 
Strait to the Town, the Squadrons urge their Way. 
They toſs the Brands, the fcaling Engines rear, 

And round' the Ramparts roſe the Sudden War. 81 5 
Some to the Portals fly with Speed, and ſlay 

The Guards or Citizens, who croſs. their Way, 
Some hurl the Vengeful Parts; the Javelins fly i 
In duſky* Clouds, and intercept the Sky. |. | 

ENE As, raisd his Hand, amid the Crowd, 2 820 

Calls and upbraids the Latian Prince aloud,. Sins 1m 

Obteſting Heaven, that wounded, and impelr d 

By his perfidious Foes, he took the Field; 

That twice the Rites of Peace their Arms profane, 

And from their impious Rage, a Second War began. 8 25 


Bur mad Confuſions in the City riſe ; 
Tis Tumult All; for All at once adviſe. 
Theſe arm, and fly to guard the Walls; and Thoſe; | | 
More loud; demand Admiſſion for the Foes. 
Some to renew the Peace with Clamours bring 830 | 
Ev'n to the Gates the helpleſs hoary. King. 


—— ——— ——ĩᷣ — — — — — —— 
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Th cloſe · cluſter d, i d 

The Bees cloſ er d, in a cavern'd Rock, 


They riſe; and trembling for th' endanger'd State, 


Infam'd with Wrath, with fell Revenge and Hate, 335 
This Way, and That, in loud tumultuous: Swarms, 
Fly o'er cheir Waren Town with hearſe Alargy;” 
The Steams offenſive roll the Cells around; 
Their ſullen Murmurs thro' the Rock reſound ; 
While, thickning, thro' the Cleft the Na ee 
e v6; eee 1 


Bur to compleat and aggravate their "Ip 
new Miſchance involy'd the Town in Tears. 


kt when the wretched beheld on high 


O' er the proud Domes the fiery Tempeſt fly; 845 
The Ramparts ſtorm d; th'exulting Trojans near; 

Nor Tuznus Troops before the Town appear; 

Many a long Look ſhe caſt, but caſt in vain! 

And in her Fears concludes the Heroe ſlain; 


She raves againſt the Gods in wild Deſpair; 3 50 
She calls Herſelf the Auth'reſs of the War. | 
A Thouſand Plaints the ventued o'er and o'er, 


And in "her Rage the ! Garments Tore. 
f 5 Then 
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Then, on a lofty Beam, the Matron ty'd 

The Nooſe diſhoneſt, and obſcenely di c. 855 
Soon thro' the Court the dreadful Rumour ran 

With frantic Sorrow rave the Female Train. 

Struck with ſuperior Grief, Lavinra tears 

Her blooming roſy Cheeks, and Golden Hairs. fle 

To their loud Shrieks the Palace Walls reply; 3860 

Thence thro' the Town the fatal Tidings fly, 

All feel the Stroke; and all, the Loſs, lament ;_ 


His Royal Robes the Reverend Monarch rent. 
In wild Deſpair, with furious Hands he ſpread 


A Cloud of Duſt Oer all his Hoary Head ; 865 
And weeps and mourns aloud (a moving Scene) 


His ruin'd Empire, and ſelf-murder'd Queen. 
Oft, but in vain, he blam'd himſelf alone, 


That raſhly he refus'd the Trojan for his Son.  - 


BuT now more flow his Progreſs Tukxxus held, 870 
And chac'd a few poor Stragglers o'er the Field. 
With heartleſs Cheer, Dejected, be proceeds ; 
And with their Maſter flag the fiery Steeds. 


He hears the Tumult in the Walls. behind, N 
Shrieks, Cries, and Shouts, that thicken in the V Wind. 8 75 


H h hh Alaſs1 


Againſt hi his »  Trgjans Jet Us bend our Way, 


When you de' the League, by Art withheld | 


dog. . ROI. £ NE 


48071 
Alaſs he cries, 15 _ Clamours rike my Eu, 


J 13} 77 

What Spundg 5 . the Town I bel, | 
10 * rt Fre: ful 4 717 144 TIX ; 5 BA 
Then to the He roc, as as the ES he liay'd, n 15 
d : Ferm th 


Thus in the Driver 8 « Si ter ald * — 50 
This "_ beg, Teak you your . 'Ca ſe puſue, 58 
And urge your Conqueſt cer 8 the boſlile Crew. 


Your Friends defend te Teun; th Traian J then re 2 
Wage with the Darden Chief an cquat War. 


As e valiant and renoun'd 28 s They. 83835 


041 AW 315 * a 20 


- 
"p 


SISTER, as Chief replies, whom * 1 knew, 


* 


"KD; rA 


(Tho' in a Mortal Form conceal'd from View) 


The ſingle Fight, and. "mingled in the Field, | 
O Say! what Power diſparch'd Thee from the Cies, 890 
With this fad Scene to ſhoek thy mouenful Hye? | 


Scene t 
15 ſhare che Labour of the dire Debate, 5 


A weeping Wünen i thy Krother's Fate! Me 3 oY 


That Brother ſoon. muſt periſh on the Plains! 
For ah | what Chance, what Beam of Hope remains? 925 
I faw my dear Munzanus yield his Breath, 
Who call'd on Tons in * Thing of Death 3 3 Wo 
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2 175 ai} : 1 291 add ; 1 
Ev'n yet 1 re the Warrior the Ground, oi 
TOW eib  zbauos 311 YT 


And The Soul _ulhing, theo the N 2 e 1 
I ſaw, where, ſwetch d in Duſt, 5 Uraxs lay, 90 


Nor liv d, this Scene of Ruin to \ Rirvey, 9h 
But ſhut out Bondage from his Cloſing Eyes; "8 . 
His Corſe and Arms remain the Vidor's Prize 7 1 55 22 
And ſhall 1 fre the City wrap'd in Flame? | $0 
What elſe was wanting to compleat my. Shame ? 290 ; 
How wall the, Latians hoot their Hero's Flight 2 Las 
Gods bo will e point them to the Gehe 
But oh —ſhall Latium ſee her Heroe fly 

Is it ſo terrible but once to bye 5 N A 
Hear me, h hear me, all ye, Gods below! 9 0 
Since every Power Celeſtial is my Foe. = + rock Heng 
Lo! I deſcend to Your. Infernal Coat, 
From Realms of Light, a Great and Glorious Chen, 
White and Unſullied with that dire Diſgrace, ws a 


' wt 


Nor ſtain the don, of my Regal Race 1 = | 9 15 


2 3 : 
C97 44 2 


Wain "= be ae athwart e the War ich Speed. 
Flew bleeding. SA os on his Foamy Steed. 


Full in his Face a feather'd Arrow ſtood; ; 1 by 87 
* to che Daunian Chief * calls aloud. 


Hhhh 2  Toxxvs 
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Tuznvu s on. You, our laſt, laſt Hope depends; 

Oh! haſte in Pity, and relieve your Friends. 

For Raging, to the Town ENEAS pours, 

To level with the Duſt the Latian Towers. 

See! oer the Roofs the Fires tempeſtuous riſe! 
Hark 1-—how: they roar, and thunder in the Skies! 925 
All Eyes are fixt on You, and You alone, © Þ 
The King Himſelf ſtands doubtful which to own, + 
You, or your Trojan Rival for his Son. 

Yet worſe—his Queen, till now your Chief Support, 
Self-murder'd, falls with Terror all the Court. 930 
Mass arus only with AT IN AVS ſtands, | 
Ta guard the Gates, and animate the Bands, 
Whom, in wedg'd Ranks the hoſtile Troops incloſe; uw” 
And round 'em thick an Iron Harveſt r 
While vou, for whom they fight, neglect the Train, 93 5 
And Idly wheel your Chariot round the Plain! 


A Thouſand various Thou ghts 9-0 the Chief, 
He. ſtood, he gaz d; his Boſom fwell'd with Grief ; 
Pride, conſcious . Valour, Fury, Love and _— 

At once ſet all the Heroe in a Flame. 940. 
don as his Soul recoyer'd from the Strke: 1 


Sogn as, diſpers d, the Cloud of Paſſion broke ; 


Back 
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Back from his Car, the Ruin to behold, 
His eager Eyes the mournful Warrior RO Met, 0 
Where the fierce: Fires in burning Torrents riſe 945 
O'er the tall Roofs; and curling to the Skies, "1 
Had wrapt a Tower in Flames, ſublime and-ſtrong; a 
Rais'd by himſelf, that roll d on Wheels along. 
Whence the bold Soldier broke the War below. 
And rain d an Iron Fempeſt on the Foe. 90 
N ow, Siſter, Fate prevails; no more Delay ; 
III go where rigorous Fortune points the Way. 
Prepare d the Bitterneſs of Death to bear, 

Ill meet this Trojan, Hand to Hand in War. 
No more thoſe Eyes ſhall view thy Brother's e 9 5 5 
Purſu'd, and flying o'er the Field of Fame ; 
Give, Give me, Goddeſs, in this martial Fire, 

This high-wrought Blaze of Fury, to expire:. 


He faid ? and ſudden with an eager Bound, 
Leap'd from the trembling Chariot to the Ground des 
Leaves his eng ee in 2 -—# ett 1 


6d. SHREAYANErD bebe 


baidsd W. io 10, ; 243 282.1 
As when, by e or Rains, or or Temps > 
Pas Ie - ; < T5 d 
.. Rock. 1770 gh, 
12 2140 ; 


Tree? Herd 2 85 


The Mate f 


% 


we. 


hurts, e a 1 . Gro 


Avi; F FIFTH {£54 3:08 
So to the City, thro F the 42 Trin, 112 


8 Thro' Streams, of Blood, that drench the purpled Plain, 


- 
7 p G $i 


> 2D 214.5 01. 2:1 2H 
While round is "Head the vhiſlling Javelins, pla 2 


Weit, che raging Heroe breaks . wn. 0 
Then from ak, be he e | with 1 Hand, 5 1 
And loudly thus beſpoke his focial End; 978 
To me, ye Latians the whole War —_— 
All, All the Fortune of the Field is Mine. | . 
Tis juſt, ye Warriors, that your Chief alone | LEN 
Aﬀert the Compass, or its Breach atrone. = 97 . | wa 
1 claim, 1 An the Right, in ſingle F , 84 23980 
To meet my Rival, and decide the Day, 3 OT 
| | Back at the Word the Squadrons are compell'd, = 
oy, for the Champions form an open 1 
Now the great 22 4% Okich, at Turn ien 0 
1 Fierce from the Town in al bis Terrors came; 9 


4 , 
7 8 


d every ſecond „Work of War N 5 
Joy, Pride, and 1 | raiſe his daring Mind. 8 


| | AD £ 
1 fluſh'd with Hopes, an ö and Slorying 1 in his r . 
he godlike Prince moves forward to the Fig * 


He burns Impatient for the, dire Alarms ; 
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13 871 Fat 4 


| 12 319 408 4 AF . 201 5 £44 
And thunders 3 in tl the bright 7 ulcanian Arms, . 
| $ A! VIAL ilk 


With vaſt Gigantic Strides, he, towers on high, | 5 
And looks a ſecond Abos in the Sky. e 


„ „0 a 


»4 


Or Baryg, that i in n Heayen, his Forehead . 8 


Li TH 383 Derr Slit W 


Or fathers Ar 'E N N I N 4 involy' d in Clouds, 8 a 


* ; ST: 
EW . 214% NY „Ii 
1 8. 


When with a Depth of Snows his Brows are eum, 
And all his nofding Groves, Majeſtic, w. wave e around 3 


— 


MAN TIME the Warrions, who 2 the Torn, A 
Or with buge Engines break the Bulwarks down. Cay 
And all the Nations, Studious of the Sight, 100 


There Arms unbuckled, to ſurvey the Fight. | 


Evin Death ftands fill; and, oer the Crowded Plans 
Thro' the long Ranks, a ſolemn Silerice. reigns. © © 
Nor leſs. amaz'd, RES L Lord beheld is 5 128 
Tuo Chieſs engag d in Combate on the Fickd; "ny 
By Love, Fate, Honour and Ambition thy ai 04 


To. try their Title to bis D. 8. 


m i 9 
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So each Army from the Field withdrew, _ 
Fierce to the Fight, the mighty Heroes flew, 
They launch their Spears; their claſhing Shields reſound, 1010 
Beneath their Fury groans the trembling Ground. 
Then their bright Swords the raging Champions — 
And with repeated Blows the Charge rene Wp. 
Courage, and Chance, and Strength, in Both unite; 
And the bold Chiefs, at firſt, maintain an equal Fight. 1 5 5 


As, where proud Sila's tow'ring Summits riſe, 
Or huge Taburnus heaves into the Skies, 
With frowning Fronts two mighty Bulls engage, 
A dreadful War the bellowing Rivals wage. . 
Far from the Scene the trembling Keepers fly; 1020 
Struck dumb with Terror, ſtand the Heifers by; _ 
Nor know which Lord the Subject Herds ſhall lead, mY 
And reign at large the Monarch of the Mead. 
Fierce Strokes they aim repeated o'er and er, 
Their Dewlaps, Necks and Sides are bath'd in Gore 3 102 | 
The Mountains, Streams, and Woods, rebellow to the Roar.“ 
So to the Fight the Furious Heroes fly, 
So claſh their Shields, and echo to the Sky. 1 
| Now 


. 
9 — 
7 n 
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Nom J ſuſpends his Scales; two different Weights | 
He caſt in Both, and try 'd the Warriors Fates. 5 
This, light with Conqueſt, to the Gods aſcends'; 
N Ne with LIT; finks downward to the *Ficnds. 

Wir n his drawn Faulchion Tuzx us fitikes the Roe 
On his full Stretch, and riſes to the Blow. 

Loud Shouts and Groans ſucceed ; Each Army bent 10. 3 5 
Their eager Eyes, and wait the great Event ; 
When lo! all-ſhatter'd flies the Traitor Sword, 
And in the Stroke deſerts the Daunian Lord. 
A Stranger Hilt he ſpies, and ſhakes in vain, | 
All, all his Hopes, in Flight alone remain, roge 
And ſwifter than the Wind, he darts along the Plain. 
For when the Chief firſt vaulted: on the Car 1 
With headlong Haſte, and ruſh'd into the War, 

He left his Father's temper d Sword, tis ſaid, 

And ſeiz'd his Charioteer Metiſcus Blade; tg 045 
And, ev'n with This, the growing Slaughter ſpread - 
While from his Rage the trembling Trojans fled.” 

But when the Mortal Steel a Stroke beſtow'd | | 

On "I Arms, the Labour of a Gd! 


liii 
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The Faulchion, faithleſs to the Warrior s Hand, 10 50 
Broke ſhort—The F Fragments 00 d on the Sand. | 


Oe R the wide Field diſtracted Tvxrus qrings 
And flies with wild Affright in mazy Rings. 

For here he views th' embattled Trojan Pow'rs ; 
Here a vaſt Lake; and there the Latian Tow'rs. 1055 
But ſtill his Foe, tho' tardy from his Wound, 
Treads all his Steps, unrav ling every Round. 

As the fleet. Stag, by the Staunch Hound purſu'd, 

Now bounds above the Banks, now ſhoots along the Flood ; 
Now from the meſhy Toils with Terror ſprings; 1060 
Scar d by the Plumes, that dance upon the Strings: 
He ſtarts, he pants, he fares with wild Amaze, 

And flies his opening Foe a Thouſand Ways. 

Cloſe at his Heels, the deep- mouth d furious Hound, 
Turns, as He turns, and traces all the Ground. 1065 
On his full Stretch he makes his eager Way, 

And holds, or thinks he holds, the trembling Prey. 
Forth darts the Stag. His Foe, caſt far behind, 

| Catches but empty Air, and bites the Wind. 

The Hunters ſhout ; the Streams, the Rocks reply; 1070 
And the tumultuous Peals run rattling round the Sky. 
Thus 


Book XII. VIRGIL's ANEID. 611 


Thus, gying in Diſtreſs, the Daunian Lord, 
Calls on his Friends ; demands kis truſty Sword. 
But the great Trojan, with a lofty Cry, | 
Forbids the Bands the Weapon to ſupply ; 1075 
Denouncing Death, and threatning all around, 
Th'Imperial Town to level with the Ground. 

O'er ten large Circuits, with a rapid Pace, 
This Heroe leads, and That purſues the Chace. 
No light Reward muſt crown their eager Strife; 
The long-contended Prize is TuzNuUs noble Life! 


1080 


The Shipwreck'd Sailors, on the hallow'd Wood, 
Hung their devoted Veſts in Honour of the God. 1 
But late, to leave the Field for Combat free, 1085 
The Trojans fell'd the Venerable Tree. ls 
Full in the Root, EN EAS drove his Spear, 
The Dart, deep-rivetted, ſtood trembling there. 
The Heroe, ſtruggling with Inceſſant Pain, 5 , 
Now bends to diſengage the Lance again. 7 1090 | 
And with his Dart, at leaſt, o'er-take the For, . 
Who, frighted, to the God preferr'd his Vow. 
Thy Suppliant's Prayer, in Pity, Fauxvs hear, 
And thou, kind Mother Eartb, detain the Spear; 
11 2 If 


To Fav'nvs ſacred had an Olive ſtood ; _ | 
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If ſtill I honour'd with a Pious Hand 1095 
Your Plant, by guilty Trey with Steel profan d. | 
Thus He; the God attends: his humble Strain, 

The Trojan labours at the Root in vain; _ 
There as he tugs the Lance with all his Might, 
Fierce, and impatient to renew the Fight. 1100 
Once more ur ux A to the Chief reſtor d 

(In brave MzT1scus' Form) his temper d Sword. 
This Heavenly VENUS view'd with high Diſdain, 

And from the Root releas' d the Dart again. 
Renew'd in Might the towering Chiefs advance, 1105 
One ſhook the Sword, and one the flaming Lance. 
Their heaving Boſoms ſwell with ſtern Delight, 

Pant for the Combat, and demand the Fight. 


Tuz x to his Conſort, who the War furveyd 
Thron d on a Golden Cloud, the Thund' rer ſaid; 1110 
What Schemes, my Queen, are left, with vain Debate, 
Ey'n yet to check the ripe Events of Fate? 

You know, and own, Anzas ſoon muſt rife 

From Earth; already Sacred to the Skies. „ Ju] 
Long fince, thoſe-Glories to the Chief are ow'd, 1115 
Ad Heaven now opens to receive the God. [7 


To 
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To what fond Purpoſe then this fruitleſs Care? 
To linger in the Clouds, and urge the War? 

Say, was it juſt, to wake the dire Alarms? 


To violate a God with mortal Arms 0 
When the bold Siſter to the Chief reſtor d, 


By thy Aſſiſtance, his paternal 'Sword ? © © | 

(For what without thy Sucoour could ſhe dare ?) 
And ſent the vanquiſh'd Tuzxnus to the War 
At length, at length, the needleſs Strife give o'er; 1125 
At my Requeſt, indulge your Rage no more, 
Nor let Revenge, that Enemy to Ref, t. 
For ever prey on that immortal Breaſt. 
Oh |! let thy Lord thy ſecret Sorrow ſhare, a? 
Or, more than ſhare it, give me All thy Care! 1130 
To their laſt ſacred Point the Fates are come; 
Here, here they fix th'unalterable Down. 
The Latian Court in Ruins could you lay, - 1 
And drive the Trojans o'er the Land and Sea: 
Profane with Blood the holy Bridal Rite, 113 5 
Rekindle War, and urge em to the Fight: 
This we indulg' d; now give thy Efforts o eerr 
At our Command; and thwart the Fates no more. 
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80 ſpoke th imperial Sovereign of the Skies; 
And, in Submiſſive Terms, the Queen replies : 1146 


GREAT Sire! becauſe thy facred Will I know, 
I left my Tux us to his Doom below. 
Nor had I fate, but at the Will of -Jove, 
Diſgrac d and penſive in the Clouds above; 
But in the Front of Fight my Foes engag d, 1145 
And wrap'd in Flames, thro all the Battle rag d; 
F bade JuTurnA mingle in the Strife, 

Nay, venture more, to fave. a Brother's Life. 
That Charge I own ; but not to bend a Bow, _ _ 
Or hurl a ſingle Javelin at the Foe. 1150 
This, This, I ſwear, by the black S:ygian Floods, 

The Sole dread Sanction of th immortal Gods : 

Now back to Heaven, great Father, I repair, 

And from this Hour renounce the hateful War. 

But yet I beg O Sovereign of the Sky 1155 
What not the h aws of Fate deny; 
on Latium 1 implore this Grace, 

This Honour for your on Majeſtic Race; | 
When by theſe Nuptials both the Realms combine, IC) 


And in firm * ot Peace and Friendſhip } join 31160 
Still 
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Still may thy LZLatians, ſtill remain the Same, 

Nor take from Troy their Language, Garb or Name! 
May the great Race of Alban Monarchs reign , 

Kings after Kings the regal Line fuſtain, 

And from th' Tralian Blood may Nome ariſe, 1165 
In all her Pride and Glory, to the Skies. 1 
But may a long Oblivion quite deſtroy 

The laſt, laſt Ruins, with the Name of Troy! } 


Tax Goddeſs ſpoke ; and, with a Smile, replies 
The Sire of Men, and Monarch of the, Skies. 1170 
Can SA ru x's other Heir, who reigns above, 

Th imperial Siſter, and the Wife of Jovz, 

With endleſs Schemes of Vengeance break her Reſt J 


Why burns ſuch Wrath in a Celeſtial Breaft ? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, at length, and lay your Anger by, 1175 


Since with your Wiſh, my Empreſs, we comply. _ 


Th Auſonians ever ſhall remain the ſame 
In Cuſtoms, Garb, Religion and the Name; 15 
And the loſt Trojan Race forget from whence they came. 
In Manners, Laws, and Language ſhall they join, 1180 
And ILrox ſhall encreaſe the Latian Line. 
From hence a pious Godlike Race - ſhall” rife 35 + - 
The firſt of Men ; the Darlings of the dee. 


616 (VIRGHL's|ANE1D.: 22 
Nor all the Nations of the World (hall pay, 
More ne. 0 Name * thy. 1116 


Tus, "a and phat, the ann of hs: 5 
Flies to her Palace, in the Realms above; © —_ * 
Twas then th' Eternal Sire of Heaven expell ed ; 
The Watry Goddeſs: from the fighting Fiel. 

Two hideous. Monſters wait obſequious by, 1190 
Tremendous Fiends ! the Furies of the Sky. 
Hell-born and Horrible, they, ſprung to Light, 

With dire Mz 6&4 4,, from the Womb. of Night. 1 580 
Huge Wreaths of Serpent ſpires their Temples bound, 
Their Wings in Whirlwinds drove the Air around. 4495 
When bent the M inds of Mortal Men to ſcare _ 


a With the black Horrors of the laſt Deſp air; 
When for the Guilty World the God prepares 5 
Woes, Death, Diſeaſe, blue Peſtilence and Wars; 
> In Pomp terrific, frown: the Fiends abhor'd, 1200 
Before the Throne of Heav'ns Almighty Lord . | 
To wreak his Vengeance, in his 23 8 uf] 
Watch his n Nod, 2 at his C . 
Ne 
. Or theſe. hub Swikieſ WR aha ies 1 5 il 126d 
[ To fright the Goddeſs with the dire Portent. 1205 


Fir d 
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Fir d with her Charge, the Fiend with rapid Flight 
abt in a Whithvind" fend 14+ br Hagbe 
As when the Parihion dips, with fatal Art, 

And doubly arms with Death, ch'envenom'd Dart; 
He draws the circling Bow ; the quiy'ritig String 1216 
Twangs and the Weapon whizzes on the Wing. 
So ſwift to Earth the balefal Fury flew, _ 

Till Tuznus and the Hofts appear'd in View. 

When lo ! contracted, to the Bird ſhe turns, 

That hoots o'er deſolated Piles and Urns, 1215 
Whoſe piercing Strains the Midnight Hours invade, hy 
And break the ſolemn Silence of the Shade. 

Chang'd to this Form obſcene, the Fury flies 

Round Tun NU Head, and chills him with Surpriſe ; * 
This Way and that fhe flutters o'er the Field, 1220 
And ſcreams his Death and beats his founding Shield. . 


** 
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His immoſt Soul 'a ſudden Horror ſtung, 
stiff roſe his Hair; Amazement chain'd his Tongue 
Of the black Fury as the flies around; !:! 125% 


-* She tore her beauteous Face in wild Defpair, 


Beat her Wifite . and rent Her golden Fair. 
een ee 


Deny 


IV is no more; and Nothing Jors ban, + 2 


s @NE1D. 


618 VIRGLL 


Ah 1 Me | the crics, in this unequal ttf, 
een 8 Siſter Now defend 1 thy 
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Life? ; 2 
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out thy Date, 4230 
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We more to 
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(Wretch that I am!) and flop 
How can 1 ſand that kideous Fiend of Night? | 


* 


Hence, hence, Ye E Furies — Lo 1 quit the Fight. hd 1 


Your Threats, Ye baleful Birds of Ni ght forbear, 
Nor fright a trembling Goddeſs to Deſpair. | | 1235 


< , 


Too ell I, know, Your Pinions clattering round. — 


Ul 


There was a. Scream Hell, Hell is in the Sound 


Jou came / I know), [compli d from above, Ivy 7 N 
Sent by the high Command of haughty Jovs. 2. fed as: 
This then, is This | the, Sole Reward | | beſtow d bull 249 


nour by the Grateful God? 0 — 
Ah! why this lengthned Life muſt I endure 5 I. SOA 
the Taſte of Death, its only Cure! 6k 9 401 


0 % {1 - * Nr 
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For my loſt. Hon 


Curſt with the fruitleſs Honours of the gr 2.511994 
Condemn'd to bear im impos d Eternity 1 1 


Pleas d, with m Brother wou d 1 yield my Breath, 
And ſhare his Fate, unpriviledg'd from Death 7 iT, 


4 


Earth! Bertl dh jnmoſt Center | open CY 7 1e 


9 Fs, Be 15 #7 
And. reſt 2 a in Ec hades xlow N 
er ner 23 A ; 
ATOM . N , 9 1 GETS 1 {1 2k Tn. 
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Ton} was a ples wn wy | 3 

4 Turn in ber Azure re Robes, the | wrap d. ter kad, 
Steh d, Soba and dns into ber ity b, 9 
17000 40 4} 7777 f FF, n | 

Her laſt low * o Murmurs, as the Stream. divides, | © 


3 W; in Air and, bubble. on the Tides, ns 1255 
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N o w 1 . Foe, the Trojan 3 bot * 


His pointed Spear, and fteraly thus | beſpoke. | 
What Methods, To RN U % yet remain for Fli lr 

Tis Strength, not Swiftneſs muſt. decide the right” 9 
Try all thy Arts and Vigour to cleape Ty" ws 8 1080 


Thy inſtant Doom, and vary every Shape; a 1928 
Wiſh for the Morning's I rapid Wings to 0: 1 
Shoot down to Hell ;/ or vault into the Sky un 203 


Not thoſe inſulting empty Vaunts I dread, 
Reply'd the, mournful Chief; (and ſhook * Head ; 0 I 26 65 


No - but the Gods with Fear, my Boſom 'move, | + 


Abad my greateſt Foe, Almighty, Jovs? B An bac 
The Warrior ſaid, and caſt his fiery Eyes, r basel 


Where a huge Stone, a rocky Fragment, ls; 
Black, Rougb, Prodigiou Vaſt 1 he commion bound I 27 0 
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For Ages paſt, and Barrier of the Ground. fl a 
Scarce Twelve ſtrong Men, the Ponderous Maſe could ai, 


Such as diſgrace theſe dark degenerate Days: 


1 
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And, as. wi: aries" Gabe the: <lfog; Suh.) 


wane” aid a en 2275 


But ran alkgiddy- with- affright, nor- knew 
Which Way, be took, nor what a Weight he threw: . 
His looſe Knees: tremble; ner ſuppert their —_ 
Round his cold Heart congeals the ſettling Blood. 
Short of the Mark, am gui lle of a Wound, 


Th' unweildy- Maſs. came. — 


The lick, wild Fancy labours in the Night. 
Some dreadful Viſionary Foe: wa ſhun; 
With airy Stricles, but ſtrive in vain; ta run: 


* 


1 285 


In vain our baffled Limbs theio; Pansen, effayy.. 


We faint, we flagger, fink: and fall away.. 716”, 
Drain'd of our Strength, we neither fight nor fly, 


And on the Tongus the ſtruggling Accents: die, 
The Chief ſo labours, hut with fruitleſs Pain; 1290 


The Fiend. All: thwart Him, and he toils- in | vain] 


1. 4 


"OFF a Thb Doubts he : ſtands OY 


ff #44 > 4 


A Thoufand Terrors working in his Breaſt.” 


Now to the TLatian Battlements on high; 4} 


Now to his Friends, he turns his . Eye, oy 
Now to the threat” me Lance already wing d to fly. 

111 
No 
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No friendly Aid, no glimmetivg* Hopes appear, 
No Car, -n& Steeds, nor Goddeſs Charisteer i! 


Wir level & Eye the Tafun mark'd the Part, 
Then whirls witk all his Foree the whizzing Dart. I 306 
A Stone 'difplotied;; with leſw Fury far, * : 
Flies from the Brazem Enginry of War: | 
And wrap'd im Flames; far leſs enrag d and loud, | 


Burſts: the big Thunder from the brealtity Cloud. 


Swift as the WRA ind fveepy” along the Skies, . 
The Javelin, ckurg d with” ſure Deſtruction, flies, 

Its rapid Progreſs chro the Seven-fold Shield, 

And the thick Mail, with matchleſs Fury held; 


Thence; thro" hi 9 Phish; drove deep the gridin g Wound, 
And: bent the _ Warrior to the Ground. "ſl 310 4 


ls Pealb of Groans the oy Nuruliant rie, ju Y 
The Groves and Mointhitis ring with mourmful tes” 
His Eyes, and Hands the vanquiſfr d Herbe rear d, 

An; to the” Chief, . tis > ny ad preferr: . 


6 1 *% G 
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Paix c, I deſerve, — my Beitk; 5 1313 


Then, uſe” * Fortune; take ad * "ea 4 40 


Thipe is the. 
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And 7-4 P ng | 
His Eyes, berce-flamingyA 
That wakes the gumbring Vengeance in his Soul. 
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& 
An a * Le JAY 4 Woes. thy; Soul 12 n T Dan 11112 


Think. whae Thy, Father as; then. pity; dane! FuodT 
Think 86. FY Rent fe Merry. 
Groveling and pleading for. an on 

p 1 | x, Him, the Father fare, , - AJ ail 


His, Age, wich Sorrow to the Graye ! 
Or, oh! at left, this M Mercy I implore, _ 


14 


My breathleſs Rely to my Friends. refine. 


1 * 
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Behold their For firetch bis Foliage — 
Reſtrain thy farther Vengeance; I reſign 
My former Claim; The Royal Fair is Thine. 


* ' * 


; 9 N 
A while, „he II touch's with generous Woe, 


* 8 


* 


Repreſt his Hand, and gaz d upon the Foe. 1330 
© Dos melting Words to Mercy now inclin'd, 
BE more. and more, the Victor's noble Mind, 
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e ble Trophy roll, 


Then 


— 4 - 
7 1 
* 
# & 

4 a v 

. 
. * N. 
74 7 E = * 

* * „ „ 
1 "> * 
* 1 * 
*# 
* 
- 
. 
- 
M*, 
= 
* 
* 
_ 2 4 3 
nog 44 -- 49 


Book XII. VIRGIUs ANEID. 623 
I o QI DAR IIA dees 


Then —.— loud Accents and a 1 Look, 


% <a 
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—— 


Stern and Terfific to the Prince he ſpoke. 1340 
Thou! Wreteh acctifſt! canft Thou ts" Grace pretend 
Clad in the Spoils 6f my dear e's Fre 7 i 
Go then, a Waim te bib spit, CG lw 
Tis Pairs, Patras,” off W ohh fatal Blow: 
Thus is Ki che batt? 15 29rd Tleroe a; woo 10} 
And buried in ln Beaſt de riot Bide." ' 5 
With a deep p "Groan” the ig. 7arrior fell, 16910 12 
And thi majeſtic” Sdul Diſclalnful Plung d t H. zel. 1846 
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